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AVILSON’S 





TALES OF THE BORDERS, 

AND OF SCOTLAND. 


THE RECOLLECTIONS OF A VILLAGE 

PATRIARCH. 

There is no feeling more strongly or more generally im- 
planted in the human breast, than man’s love for the place 
of his nativity. The shivering Icelander sees a beauty, 
that lenders them pleasant, in his mountains of perpetual 
snoAv; and the sunburned Moor discovers a loveliness in his 
sultry and sandy desert. The scenes of our nativity become 
implanted on our hearts like the memory of undying 

di earns, and with them the word Txotkic is for ever asso- 
ciated, and 

Through pleasures and palaces though we may roam, 

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home.” 

We cannot forget the place where our eyes first looked upon 
the glorious sun; where the moon was a thing of wonder 
the evening companion of our childish gambols, joining 
with us in the race, and flying through the heavens as we 
ran ! where Ave first listened to the song of the lark, received 
the outpourings of a mother’s love upon our neck, or saw a 
father’s eyes sparkle with joy as he beheld his happy chil- 
dren around him; where we first breathed aff-ection’s tale or 
heai^ Its vows, and perchance were happy, wretched, blessed, 
or distracted, within a short hour. There is a magic influ- 
ence about nativity that the soul loves to cherish. Its 
woods, ^itsjiv^s. Its hills, its old memories, fling their sha- 
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(lows and associations after iis, and over us, even to tlic cuds 
of the eaitli^ and wliile these whisper of our early joys, or 
of what we fancied to be care ere we liiiew what care was 
its churchyard tells us we have a portion there— that there 
our brethren and our kindred sleep. We may be absent 
from it imtil our very name is forgotten; yet we love it not 
the less. The man who loves it not hath his affections 

daik as Erebus. It is a common wish, and it hath pa- 
triotism in it, too, that where we drew our first breath, there 
also we should breathe our last. Yet, in this world of 
changes and vicissitudes, such is not the lot of many. 
While I thus moralise, however, I detain the reader from 
the Recollections of the Village Patriarch; and as some of 
the individuals mentioned in his reminiscences may be yet 
living, I shall speak of the place in which he dwelt as the 

• ^ m y% A 


village of A 


The name of the patriarch was Roger Rutherford. He 
was in many resi)ects a singular old man. He was the pro- 
pi ietoi of thiee or four cottages, and of some thii’ty acres 
of arable land adjoining to them. He was a man of consi- 
derable reading, of some education, and much shrewdness. 


His 3 ears, at the period we speak of, were fourscore and 
four. By general consent, he was a sort of home-made 
magistiate in the village, and the umpire in all the disputes 
vhicli arose amongst his neighbours. It was common with 
them to say, instead of going to law, “ We will leave the 
matter to old Roger;” and the patriarch so managed or 
balanced his opinions, that he generallj'' succeeded in pleas- 
ing both paitics. He was also the living or walking his- 
tory or chronicle of the village. He could record all the 
changes that had taken jilace in it for more than seventy 
yeais; and he could speak of all the ups and downs of its 
inhabitants. What Byron beautifully says of the oceau— 

“ Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow” — 

might have been said of the memory and intellect of the 



THE VILLAGE. 


3 

patriarch. He had also a happy art in telling his village 
tales, which rendered it pleasant to listen to the old man. 

It was in the month of August, 1830, and just before the 
crops were ready for the sickle, old Roger was sitting, as'his 
custom was (when the weather permitted), enjoying his 
afternoon pipe on a stone seat at the door, when a genteel- 
looking stranger, who might be about fifty years of age, ap- 
proached him, and entered into conversation with him. The 
stranger asked many questions concerning the village and 
its old inhabitants, and Roger, eyeing him attentively for 
the space of a minute, said, “ Weel, ye seem to ken some- 
thing about the town, but I cannot charge my memory with 
having the smallest recollection o’ yej however, sit down, 
and I shall inform ye concerning whatever ye wish to hear.” 

So the stranger sat down beside the patriarch on the 
stone scat by the door, and he mentioned to him the circum- 
stances respecting which he wished to be informed, and the 
individuals concerning whom he wished to learn tidings. 

And thus did the old man narrate his recollections, and the 
tales of 


THE VILLAGE. 

I have often thought, sir (he began), that A is one 

of the bonniest towns on all the Borders— indeed I may say 
in all bioad Scotland. I dinna suppose ye will find its mar- 
row in England; and I dinna say this through any prejudice 
in its favour, or partiality towards it, because I was born in 
it, and have lived in it now for the better part o’ fourscore 
and four years; but I will leave your own eyes to be the 
judge. It is as clean as the hearth-stane of a tidy wife— 
and there certainly is a great improvement in it, in this re- 
spect, since I first knew it. There is the bit garden before 
almost every door, wi’ vegetables in the middle, flowers 
alang the edges, a pear or cherry tree running up the side 
o’ the house, and the sweet, bonny brier mixing wi’ the 
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hedges round about. It lies just in the bosom ot woods, too^ 
in the centre of a lovely haugh, where the river soughs along, 
like the echo of the cooing of tlie cushats in the plantations. 
The population is four times what it was when I remember 
it first, and there are but few of the old original residenters 
left. There have been a great many alterations, changes, 
and improvements in it, since I first kenned it; but young 
folk will have young fashions, and it is of no use talking to 
them. The first inroad upon our ancient and primitive 
habits was made by one Lucky Riddle taking out a license 
to sell whisky, and tippenny, and other liquors. She hadiia 
carried on the trade for six mouths, until a great alteration 
v^^as observable in the morals c’ several in the parish. It was 
a sad heart-sore to our worthy minister. He once spoke to 
me o’ having Lucky Riddle summoned before the session. 


But says I to him 


Sir, I am afraid it is a case in which 


the session canna interfere. Ye see she has out a king’s 
license, and she is contributing to what they call the revenue 
o’ the country; therefore, if she be only acting up to her re- 
gulations, I doubt we canna interfere, and that we would 
only bring ourselves into trouble if we did.” 

“But, Roger,” quoth he, “her strong drink is making 
weak vessels of some of my parishioners. There is Thomas 
Elliot, and William Archbold, or Blithe Willie, as some call 
him for a by-word; those lads, and a dozen o’ others, I am 
creditably informed, are there, drinking, singing, swearing, 
fighting, or dancing, night after night; and even Johnny 
Grippy, the miser, that I would have made an elder last 
year, but on account o’ his penuriousness, is said to slip in 
on the edge o’ his foot every morning, to swallow his dram 
before breakfast ! I tell ye, Roger, she is bringing them to 
ruin faster than I can bring them to a sense o’ sin — or what- 
ever impression I may make, her liquor is washing away. 
She has brought a plague amongst us, and it is entering our 
habitations — it is thinning the sanctuary, striking down our 
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strong men, and making mothers miserable. Therefore, un- 
less Liickj' Riddle will, in the meantime, relinquish her traf- 
fic, I think we ought, in dut}^, to prohibit her from coming 
forward on the next half-yearly occasion.” 

I was perfectly aware that there was a vast deal o’ trutii 
in wliat the minister said, but I thought he Avas carrying the 
case to a length that couldna be justified; and I advised 
]iim to remember that he was a minister o’ the gosioel, but 
not o’ the law. So all proceedings against Mrs Riddle were 
stopped, and her business went on, doing much injury to 
the minds, bodies, purses, and families, of many in the vil- 
lage. 

It was nae great secret that there were folk, both in and 
about the town, that had small stills concealed and working 
about tlieir premises, and that there wasna a night but they 
sent gallons o’ spirits owre the hills into England; but, by 
some means or other, government got wit of these clandes- 
tine transactions, and the consequence was, that a gauger 
was sent to live in tlie village, and three armed soldiers 
were billeted on the inhabitants, Avho had to provide beds 
for them week about. N'aebody cared for having men wi’ 
swords and firearms in their house, and they preferred pay- 
ing for their bed at Lucky Riddle’s. They were regarded 
as sjties, and their appearance caused a great commotion 
amongst young and old. I often feared that the spirit of 
murmuring would break out into open rebellion; and one 
morning the soldiers came down from the hills, carrying the 
gauger, covered wi’ blood, and in a state that ye could 
hardly ken life in him. One o’ the soldiers also was dread- 
fully bruised about the head, and his sword was broken 
through the middle. They acknowledged that they had 
had a teiiible battle wi a party o’ smugglers, and rewards 
were offered for their apprehension. But, though many of 
our people were then making rapid strides towards depra- 
vity, there was none of them so depraved as to sell his neigh- 
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boiir as Judas did his Master, for a sum of money. None 

0 us had any great doubts about who had been in the ploy 

and some o’ our folk werena seen for months after; and' 

y lien inquiiie^ were made concerning them, their friends 

said they were in England, or the dear kens where-placcs 

^Wlere they could have no more business than wi’ the man 

o the moon— but when they came back, some o’ them were 
lamiters for life. 


^ I he next improvement, as they called it, was the build- 
ing of a strong, square, flat-roofed house, like a castle in 
miniature, wi’ an iron-stancheled window, and an oak door 
that might have resisted the attack of a battering-ram. 
Ihis was intended to be a place of confinement for disorderly 
persons. A constable was appointed to take care of it, and 
it often furnished some o’ Lucky Riddle’s customers with 
a night’s lodgings. Persons guilty of offences were also 
confined theie, until they could be removed to the countv 

jail. 


The next thing that followed certainly was an imin’ove- 
ment, but it had its drawbacks. It was the erection of a 
woollen manufactory, in which a gi'eat number o’ men, 
women, and bairns, were employed. But they were mostly 
strangers; for our folk were ignorant of the work, and the 
proprietor of the factory brought them someway from the 
west of England. The auld residenters were swallowed uj) 
in the influx of new comers. But it caused a great stir 
about the town, and gave the street quite a new appearance. 
The factory hadna commenced three months, when a rival 
establishment was set up in opposition to Lucky Riddle, and 
one public-house followed upon the back of another, until 
now we have ten of them. As a matter of course, there 
was a great deal of more money spent in the village; and 
several young lads belonging to it, that had served their 
time as shoi^keepers in the county town, came and com- 
menced business in it, some of them beneath their father’s 
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roof, aii'I enlarging the bit window o’ six panes— where 
their mother had exposed thread, biscuits, and gingerbread 
for sale— into a great bow-window that projected into the 
street, they there exhibited for sale all that the eye could 
desire for dress, or the palate to pet it. Yet, with an in- 
crease of trade and money, there also came an increase of 
crime and a laxity of morals, and vices became common 
.among both sexes that were unheard of in my young days. 
Nevertheless, the evil did not come without a degree of 
good to counterbalance it; and, in course of time, besides 
the kirk, the handsome dissenting meeting-house, that ye 
would observe at the foot of the town, was built. Four 
schools, besides the parish-school, also sprang up, so that 
every one had education actually brought to their door; but 
opposition at that time (which was very singular), instead 
o’ lowering, raised the price o’ schooling, and he that charged 
highest got the gcntcelest school. Then both the kirk .and 
the meeting-house got libraries attached to them, and Luckio 
Riddle found the libraries by far the most powerful opposi- 
tion she had had to contend wi’. Some of the youngsters, 
also, formed what they called a hlechanics’ Institution, and 
they also got a library, and met for instruction after work 
hours; and, I declare to ye, that even callants, in a manner, 
became so learned, that I often had great difficulty to keep 
my ground wi’ them; and I h.ave actually heard some of 
them h.ave the impudence to tell the dominie that taught 
them their letters, that he was utterly ignorant of all useful 
learning, and that he knew nothing of the properties of 
either chemistry or mechanics. When I was a youth, also, 
I dinna ken if there was a person in the village, save the 
minister, kenned what a newspaper w.as. Politics never 
Avcrc heard tell of until about the year seventy-five or eighty, 
but ever since then, they ha^m been more and more dis- 
cussed, until noAv they have divided the Avhole toAvn into 
parties, and keep it in a state of perpetual ferment; and 
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don by the post every day, besides a score of weekly ones ou 
the Saturday. Ye see, sir, that even in my time very great 
changes and improvements have taken place; and I am free 
to give it as my opinion, that society is more intellectual 
now than it was when I first kenned it; and, upon the 


wiioic, 1 would say, that manlcind, instead of degenerating, 
are improving. I recollect, that even the street there, ye 
couldna get across it in the winter season, without lairing 
knee-deep in a dub; and now ye see, it is all what they call 
macadamised, and as firm, dry, and durable, as a sheet of 
iion. In fact, sir, within the last forty years, the improve- 
ments and changes in this village alone are past all belief 
and the alterations in the place are nothing to what I have 

seen and heard of the ups, and downs, and vicissitudes of 
its inhabitants. 


The patriarch having finished his account of the village, 
thus proceeded with the history of the individuals after 
whom the stranger had inquired . 


THE LAIRD. 

Ye have asked me if auld Laird Cochrane be still living 
at the Ha , which, for three centuries, was the glory and 
pride of his ancestors. Listen, sii', and ye shall hear con- 
cerning him. He was born and brought up amongst us, and 
for many years he was a blessing to this part of the country. 
The good he did was incalculable. He was owner of two 
tliousand acies of as excellent land as ye would have found 
on all the Borders; and I could have defied ony man to 
hear a poor mouth made throughout the whole length and 
bi eadth of his estate. His tenants were all happy, weel-to-do, 
and content. There wasna a murmur amongst them, noiv 
amongst all his servants. He was a landlord amongst ten 
thousand. He was always devising some new scheme or 
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improvement to give cmplo3mient to ttie poor; and lie would 
as soon have thought of taking away his own life as dis- 
tressing a tenant. But the longest day has an end, and so 
had the goodness and benevolence of Laird Cochrane. 

It will be eight-and-tweiity years ago, just about this 
present time, that lie took a sort of back-going in his health, 
and somebody got him advised to go to a place in the south 
that they call Tunbridge Wells — one of the places where 
people that can afford annually to have fashionable com- 
plaints go to drink mineral waters.. He would then be 
about fifty-two years of age; and the distress of both auld 
and young in the village was very great at his departure. 
I\Ien, women, and children accompanied him a full mile 
from the porter’s lodge; and when his carriage drove awaj’, 
there was not one that didna sa}", “Heaven bless you!” 
On the Sabbath, also, our minister, Mr Anderson, prayed 
for him very fervidly. 

Weel, we heard no more about the laii’d, nor how the 
waters agreed wi’ his stomach, for the space of about two 
months, when, to our surprise, a rumour got abroad that he 
was on the eve of being married. Some folk laughed at 
the report, and made light of it; but I did no such thing; 
for I remembered the proverb, that “ An auld fool is the 
worst of all fools.” But, to increase our astonishment, cart- 
loads of furniture, and numbers of upholsterers, arrived 
from Edinburgh; and the housekeeper and butler received 
orders to have everything in readiness, in the best manner, 
for the reception of their new Icdd}'". There was nothing 
else talked about in the village for a fortnight, and, I be- 
lieve, nothing else dreamed about. A clap of thunder burst- 
ing out on a New-year’s morning, ushering in the year, and 
continuing for a day without intermission, could not have 
surprised us more. There were several widows and auld 
maids in the parish, that the laird allowed so much a-j'ear 
to, and their dinner every Sunday and Wednesday from the 
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Ila’ kitchen; and they, poor creatures, were in very great 
distress about the matter. They were principally auld or 
feckless people; and they were afraid, if their benefac- 
tor should stop his bounty, that they would be left to 
perish. ’Whether they judged by their own dispositions or 
not, it is not for me to say; but certain it is, that one and 
all of them were afraid that his marrying a wife would put 
an end both to their annuities and the dinners which they 
received twice a-wcek from his kitchen. 

I diiina suppose that there was a great deal the matter 
wi’ the laird when he went to Tunbridge Wells. Like many 
others, he wasna wcel from having owre little to do. But 
he had not been there many days, when his fancy was 
attracted by a dashing young Icddy of four or five-and- 
twenty, the daughter of a gentleman who was a dignitary 
in the church, but who lived up to, and rather beyond, his 
income, so that, when ho should die, his gay family, of whom 
he had four daughters, would be left penniless. The name 
of the laird’s intended was Jemima, and she certainly was 
a pretty woman, and what ye would call a handsome one; 
but there was a haughtiness about her looks, and a boldness 
in her carriage, which were far from being becoming in a 
woman. Her looks and carriage, however, were not her 
worst fault. She had been taken to the Wells by her 
mamma, as she termed her mother, for the express purpose 
of being exhibited — much after the same manner as cattle 
are exhibited at a fair— to see whether any bachelor or wi- 
dower would make proposals. Our good laird was smitten, 
s’ghed, was accepted, and sealed the marriage contract. 

The marriage took place immediately, but he didna arrive 
at the Ha’ wi’ his young wife till the folloAving June. When 
they did arrive, her father, the divine, was wi’ them; and, 
within a week, there was a complete overturning of the 
whole establishment, from head to foot. They came in two 
Bpeck-and-span-new carriages, shining like the sun wi’ silver 
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ornaTTieiits. They brought also a Icclcly s-maid ^Yi them, 
that wore her veils, and her frills, and her fal-de-rals; and 
the housekeeper declared that, for the first eight days, she 
didna ken her mistress from the maid; for miss imitated 
madam, and both took such airs upon themselves, that the 
auld body was confounded, and curtsied to both without 
distinction, for fear of making a mistake. They also brought 
a man-servant wi’ them, that couldna speak a word like a 
Christian, nor utter a word but in some heathenish foreign 
tongue. Within a week the auld servants were driven 
about from the right hand to the left, and from the left to 
the right. The incomers ordered them to do this and to 
do that, wi’ as much insolence and authority as if he had 
been a lord and she a Icddy. 

But, in a short time, the leddy discovered that all the 
auld domestics, from the housekeeper and butler down to 
the scullion wench, some of whom had been in the house 
for twenty years, were little better than a den of thieves; 
and, at the Martinmas term, a new race of servants took 
possession of the Ha’. But this was not the only change 
which her young Icddyship and her father brought about 
within a few weeks. Her nerves could not stand the smell 
of vegetables, which arose from the kitchen when the broth 
was cooking for the widows and their families, the auld 
maidens, and other helpless persons in the village and neigh- 
bourhood, on the Sundays and Wednesdays, and she gave 
orders that the nuisance should be discontinued. Thus, sir, 
for the sake of the gentility and delicacy of her leddyship’s 
organ of smelling, forty stomachs were left twice a-week 
to yearn Avith hunger. At that time the labouring men on 
the estate had seven shillings a-Aveek, Avith liberty to keep 
a coAV to graze in the plantations; and those that dAvelt by 
the river-side kept ducks and geese, all of which Avere great 
helps to them. But her leddyship had an aversion to horned 
cattle. She never saw them, she said, but she di’eamed of 
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them, and to dream of them was to dream of an enemy I 
The laird endeavoured to laugh her out of such silly notions, 
and appealed to her father, the dignitary and divine, to 
prove that belief in dreams was absurd. His reverence 
agreed that it was ridiculous to place faith in dreams, but 
ho hinted that there were occasions when the wishes of a 
wife, though a little extravagant, and perhaps absurd, ought 
to be complied with; and he also stated, that he himself 
had seen the cattle in question rubbing against the young 
trees, and nibbling the tender twigs; besides, there were 
walks through the plantations, and, as there might be run- 
ning cattle amongst them, he certainly thought, with his 
daughter, that the grazing in the woods ought to be discon- 
tinued. His authority was decisive. Next day, the steward 
Was commanded to issue an order, that every cottar upon 
the estate must cither sell his cow, or pay for its grass to a 


farmer. 

This was a sad blow to the poor hedgers and ditchers, 
and those that work with the spade. There was mourning 


that day in many a cottage— it was equal to taking a meal 
a-day ojff every family. 


But the change that was taking 


place in their condition did not end there. The divine, like 
another great and immortal member of the sacred profession 
the illustrious Paley— was fond of angling; but there 
the resemblance between them stopped. I have said that 
he was fond of angling — but he was short-sighted, and 
one of the worst fishers that ever cracked ofl:‘ a hook, or 
raised a splash in the water. Once, when he might have 
preached upon the text, that he “ had toiled all day, and 
caught nothing,” he was fishing on the river, about a mile 
above where we now are, when he perceived the geese and 
ducks of a cottager swimming and diving their heads in the 
stream. It immediately occurred to the wise man that his 
want of success arose from the geese and duclis destroying 
all the fish !— and he forthwith prevailed upon his son-in- 
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law to order liis tenants to part with tlieir poultry.* This 
was another sair blow to the poor cottagers, and was the 
cause of their bairns gaun barelegged in winter and hungry 
in summer. The gardens, the avenues, the lodge, every- 
thing about the place, was altered. But, to crown all, the 
lease of three or four of the laird’s tenants was out at the 
following Martinmas, and their rents were doubled. Every 
person marvelled at the change in the conduct and cha- 
racter of the laird. Some thought he had gone out of his 
wits, and others that he was possessed by the evil one; but 
the greater part thought, like me, that he was a silly, hen- 
pecked man. 

A few months after her leddyship arrived, she gave birth 
to a son and heir, and there were great rejoicings abovit 
the Ha’ on the occasion, but very little upon the estate; for 
already it had become a place that every one saw it would 
be desirable to leave as soon as possible. As the young 
birkie grew up, he soon gave evidence of being a sad scape- 
grace. Never a day passed but we heard of his being in 
some ploy or other; and his worthy mother said, that it 
showed a spirit becoming his station in life. Before he had 
reached man’s estate, he was considered to be a great profi- 
cient in horse-racing, cock-fighting, fox-hunting, gambling, 
and other gentlemanly amusements; but as to learning, 
though he had been at both school and college, I diniia 
suppose that there is a trades lad connected wi’ the 
Meclianics’ Institution here that he was fit to hand the 
candle to. His grandfather, the divine, sometimes lectured 
him about the little attention which he paid to his learning, 
but the young hopeful answered, that “There was no neces- 
sity for a gentleman who was heir to five or six thousand 
a-year, and whose father was seventy years of age, boring 
over books.” 

They generally resided in London, and were never about 

* Absurd as this may seem, it is a pact. 
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the Ha’, save during a month or two in the shooting season. 
We heard, however, that they had fine carryings on in the 
great city; that they kept up a perpetual course of routes, 
parties, and assemblies — that the estate was deeply mort^ 
gaged; and the laird, from the course of dissipation into 
which he had been dragged, had sunk into pretnature do- 
tage. It was even reported that Johnny Grippy, the miser, 
had advanced several thousand pounds upon the estate, at 
a very exorbitant interest. 


At length their course of extravagance, like a lang tether, 
came to an end. Creditors grew numerous and clamorous; 
they would liavc their money, and nothing but their money 
would satisfy them. The infatuated auld laird sought re- 
fuge in the Abbey at Holyrood; and his son went on racing 
about and gambling as formerly, borrowing money from 
John Grippy when down here, and from Jews Avlien in 
London, and giving them promises and securities that would 
make the estate disappear, when it came into liis possession, 
like snow in summer. Her leddyship came down to the 
Ha’, and, to my certain knowledge, was refused credit for 
twenty shillings in a shop in the village here, which was 
then kept by a son of one of the cottars that she and her 
father had caused to part wi’ their k3'e and their poultry. 
This was what the young man called “ seeing day about wi’ 
her leddyship.” 

The auld laird hadna been twelve mouths in the Abbey, 
when, finding himself utterly deserted by his wife and son, 
he sank into desi^ondency, and died in miseiy; nieing, I 
will make free to say, that ever he had set his foot in Tun- 
bridge Wells. His young successor, in gratitude to his 
mother for her over indulgence, and the example she had 
set him, turned her from the Ha’ cii his taking possession 


of it, and left her to seek refuge in the house of her father, 
the divine; and we never heard of her in this part of the 
country again. The career and end of the young land I 
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\dn state to ye, as I notice tlie histories of the miiiistor 
and Nc’cr-do-wcel Tam. And now for that of 


THE MINISTER. 

A more excellent, worthy, and sincere man than Mr 
Anderson never entered a pulpit, or preached words of hope 
and consolation to sinners. He was not a flowery orator 
or a fashionable preacher; but he was plain, simple, ner- 
vous, earnest. His homeliness and anxious sincerity riveted 
the attention of the most thoughtless; and, as a poet says, 

“ They who came to scoff remain’d to pray.” 

I remember when he was first placed amongst us as minis- 
ter of the parish; he was a mere youngster, but as primitive 
in Ills manners as if he had just come from the plough in- 
stead of a college. His father was a farm-steward upon 
the estate of the then member for the county; and the pa- 
tronage being in the crown — as it is called— it was through 
the interest of the member that he got the kirk. About 
twelve months after he was placed, he took a wife; and his 
marriage gave great satisfaction to the whole congregation — 
at least to the poor and middle classes, who of course were 
the great majority. And the reason why his marriage gave 
such satisfaction was, that his wife was the daughter of a 
poor hind, that he had taken a liking to when he was but 
a laddie and her a lassie; and he had promised her, wdien 
they came from the harvest-field together (for while he was 
at the college, he always wrought in the harvest-time), that, 
if he lived, and was spared to be a minister, she should be 
his wife. I am sorry to say that such promises are owre 
often neglected by young people, when either the one O]’ 
the other of them happens to get their head up in the world. 
But our minister thereby showed that his heart was actu- 
ated by right principles, and that he preferred happiness to 
every mercenary consideration. It showed that he was de- 
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siroiis of domestic comfort, and not ambitious of worldly 
aggrandisement. She was a bonny, quiet, discreet creature; 
and, if she hadna what ye may call the manners of a leddy, 
3’et her modesty and good-nature lent an air of politeness 
to everything she did. Her constant desire to please far 
more than counterbalanced for her want of being what is 
called weel-bred; and, if she had not gentility, she had what 
is of more importance in a preacher’s wife — a pious mind, a 
cheerful and charitable disposition, and a meek spirit; and 
whatever she was ignorant of, there was one thing she was 
acquainted with— she 

“ Knew her Bible true.” 


But after their marriage, he took great pains in instructing 
her in various branches of learning; and in that she made 
great proficiency, I am qualified to give evidence; for, when 
I have been present at the dinners after the sacramental 
occasions, I have heard her dispute wi’ the ministers upon 
points of divinitj”, history, and other matters, and maintain 
her ground very manfully, if I may say it. 

I believe that a happier couple were not to be found in 
Great Britain. She bore unto him fourteen children, but 
of these, all save two, a boy and a girl, died in infancy; and 
in giving birth to the last, the mother perished. It was on 
a Sunday that she died; and I remember that, on the fol- 
lowing Sabbath, her widowed husband entered the pulpit to 
preach her funeral sermon. His text was, “ Why should 
we mourn as those who have no hope?” He proceeded 
with his discourse, but every few minutes he paused, he 
sobbed; the big tears ran down his cheeks; and all the con- 
gregation wept with him. At last he quoted the words, 


“In the morning 


I preached to the people, and in the even- 


ing my wife died !” His heart filled — the tears gushed from 


his eyes — he could say no more. He sank down on the 


seat, and covered his face with his hands. Two of the 


elders went up to the pulpit, aud led him to the manse: and 
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the precentor, of his own accord, giving out a psalm, the 
congregation sang it and dispersed. 

I have mentioned to ye his two surviving bairns — the 
name of the laddie was Edward, and of the lassie, Esther. 
E(l\, ard was several years older than his sister; and, from 
liis youth upwards, he was a bold, sprightly, fearless callant. 
Oflcii have I observed him playing the part of a captain, 
and drilling the laddies of the village into squares and lines, 
like a little army; and as often have I heard him say, that 
he would be nothing but a sodger. His father (as every 
Clu’istian ought to do) regarded war as a great wickedness, 
and as an abomination that disgraced the earth; he there- 
fore was grieved to see the military bent of his son’s in- 
clination, and did everything in his power to break him from 
it. Ho believed, and correctly too, that Edward had too 
much pride to enter the army as a common soldier, where 
he would be little better than a slave, and have to lift his 
liat to every puppy that wore an epaulette on his shoulder 
or a sash round his waist. The minister, therefore, was re- 
solved that he would not advance the money to buy his son 
a commission. 


Hci c I must notice J ohnny Grippy, who had never been 
Iccnned to perform a generous action in the whole course of 
his existence. He was a man that, if he had parted wi’ 
a bawl'ce, to save a fellow-creature from starvation, wadna, 
thiough vexation, have slept again for a week. If ony 

body had pleaded poverty to him, he would have asked 
them— “ What right they had to be poor?” It would have 
been more difficult for him to answer~“ What right he had 
to be rich?” Johnny never forgave Mr Anderson for pro- 
hibiting him from being made an elder; and, in his own 
quiet, but cruel way, he said he would see that he got satis- 
faction, to the last plack, for the insult. How, what do ye 
think the miser did? He absolutely offered young Maister 
Edward money to buy an ensign’s commission, at the mo- 

254 
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derate interest of ten per cent., and on the imderstandlng 

that he would gie him four years’ credit for the interest, 
and that he wadna request the principal until he was made 
a captain. This proi)osal was made for the sole and indi- 
vidual purpose of grieving and afflicting Mr Anderson, and 
of being revenged on him. The silly laddie, dazzled wi’ 
the bright sword and the gold-laced coat of an officer, and 
thinking it a grand thing to be a soldier — fancying himself 
a general, a hero, a conqueror in a hundred fights— swal- 
lowed the temptation, took the offered money on the con- 
ditions agreed to; and through the assistance of a college 
acquaintance, the son of a member of parliament, purchased 
a commission in a foot regiment. All this was done without 
his fathers knowledge; and when Johnny Grippy wit- 
nessed the good man’s tears as he parted with his son, 
his cold heart rejoiced that his revenge had been so far 
successful, and for once he regretted not having parted 

with his money without a sure bond being made doubly 
sure. 

In a very few weeks after Edward Anderson joined his 
regiment, he accompanied it abroad; and twelve months 
had not passed when the public papers contained an account 


of his having been promoted to the rank of lieutenant on the 
field, on account of his bravery. 

But listen, sir, to what follows. — It was on our fast-day, 
that the news arrived concerning a great victory in the In- 


dies. W e were all interested in the tidings, and the more 
particularly, as we knew that our minister’s son was at the 
battle. His father and his sister were in a state of great 
anxiety concerning him, for whether he was dead or living, 
they could not tell. The weather was remarkably fine, and 
as a great preacher was to serve some of the tables, and 
preach during the afternoon’s service, the kirk was crowded 
almost to suffocation, and it was found necessary to perform 
the ordinances in the open air. A green plot in front of 
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the manse ivas chosen for the occasion, and which was 

capable of accommodating two or three thousand people. 
It was a grand sight to sec such a multitude sitting on the 
green sward, singing the praises of their Maker, wi’ the 
great heavens aboon them for a canopy ! its very glory and 
immensity rendering them incapable of appreciating its un- 
speakable magnificence, and rendering as less than the dust 
in the balance the temples of men’s hands. It reminded 
me of the days of the Covenant, when the pulpit was a 
mountain side, and its covering a cloud. Mr Anderson was 
a man whose very existence seemed linked wi’ affection for 
his family. He had had great affection in it, and every 
death seemed to transfer the love that he had borne for the 
dead in a stronger degree towards those that were left, 
llis soul was built up in them. All the congregation 
observed that he was greatly agitated various times during 
his discourse. It was evident to all that apprehensions 
for the fate of his son were forcing themselves upon liis 
thoughts. 

The postman at that time brought the letters from the 
next town every day about one o’clock. Mr Anderson was 
serving the first table, and his face was towards the manse, 
when the postman, approaching the door, waved his hand 
towards IMiss Esther, who sat near it, as much as to say 
that he had a letter from her brother. The father’s voice 
failed, through agitation and anxiet}^, as he saw the letter in 
the postman’s hand, and abruptly concluding his exhorta- 
tion, he sat down trembling, while his eyes remained as if 
fixed upon the letter. I myself observed, as the postman 
passed me wi’ it in his hand, that it was sealed wi’ black, 
I regarded it as a fatal omen, and I at first looked towards 
the minister, to see whether he had observed it; but I believe 
that llis eyes were so blinded wi’ tears that he could not 
pciccivc it, and I then turned round towards IVIiss Esther; 
who I observed hastening to take the letter in her hand. 



9.0 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 


At the sight of the black seal, she almost fainted upon the 
ground; and I saw the poor thing shaking as a leaf that 
quivers in the wind. But when, wi’ a hurried and trem- 
bling hand, she had broken the seal, she hadna read three 
lines until the letter dropped upon the ground, and, clasp- 
ing her hands together, wi’ a wild heart-piercing scream, 
that sounded wildly through the worship of the people, she 
exclaimed, “My brother! — my brother! and fell wi’ her 
face upon the ground. The spectators raised her in their 
arms. Her father’s heart could hold no longer. He rushed 
through the multitude— he snatched up the fatal letter. It 
bore the post-mark of Bengal, but it was not the hand- 
writing of his son. He, too, seemed to read but a line, 
when he smote his hand upon his forehead, and exclaimed, 
in agony, “ My son ! my son !— my poor Edward!” 

His gallant boy was one of those who were slain and 
buried upon the field; and the letter, which was from his 
colonel, recorded his courage, his virtues, and his death! 
All the peojde rose, and sorrow and sympathy seemed on 
every countenance save one— and that was the face of the 
auld miser and hypocrite, Johnny Grippy. The body 
seemed actually to glut, wi’ a malicious delight, over the 
misery and affliction of which he, in a measure, had been the 
cause; and, though he did try to screw his mouth into a 
form of pity or compassion, and squeezed his een together 
to make them water, I more than once observed the twit- 
tering streak of satisfaction and delight pass owre his cheeks, 


just as ye have seen the shadow of a swift cloud pass owre 
a field of waving grain. I hated the auld miser for his very 
looks and his attempted hypocrisy; and, forgive me for sa}- 
ing so, but I believe, if at that moment it had been in my 
power to have annihilated him, I would have done it. The 


man who does the work of iniquity oj^enly or through error, 
I would pray for; but he that does it beneath the mask of 
Aurtue or religion, I would exterminate. 
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It was many weeks before Mr Anderson was able to 
resume liis place in the pulpit again; and his daughter, also, 
took the death of her brother greatly to heart. The whole 
parish sought to condole wi’ them, not even excepting young 
Laird Cochrane of the Ha’, who had not then come to the 
estate. I firmly believe, sir, that he was a predestinated 
villain from his cradle, for he showed symptoms of the most 
disgusting depravity more early than ever laddie did. The 
aulder he grew, when he was in the country, he went the 
more about the manse, and Esther was nearly about his own 
age. She was a lassie that I would call the very perfection 
of loveliness — simple, artless, confiding, but not without a 
sprinkling o’ woman’s vanity. There was a laddie, the son 
of Thomas Elliot, or Ne’er-do-weel Tam, as he was com- 
monly called, that was very fond of her; he was a fine, de- 
serving callant, and all the town thought she was fond of 
him. But the young laird put himself forward as his rival, 
and the one was rich and the other poor. The laird of the 
lla’ sent daily presents of geese, turkeys, and all sorts of 
game in their season, to the manse; and he also presented 
rings, trinkets, and other fine things to Esther; while the 
other, who was considered a sort of poet in the iieighbour- 
bood, could only say, as a sang that I hear them singing 
now-a-days says — 

“My heart and lute are all my store 
And these I bring to thee.” 

Tlie laird was also an adept in flattery, in its most cun- 
ningly-devised forms. Now, sir, it is amazing what an eflect 
the use of such means will ultimately produce upon the best- 
regulated minds. They are like the constant dropping that 
weareth away a stone. Though unconscious of it herself, 
Esther, who was but a young thing, began to listen with 
more patience to the addresses of the heir of the Ha’; and 
she occasionally exhibited something like dryness and petu- 
lance in the presence of poor Alexander Elliot— for such 
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was liis name. At tlie very first shadow of change upon 
her countenance, his spirit became bitter wi’ jealousy, and 
he rashly charged her wi’ deserting him for the sake of the 
young laird and the estate to which he was heir. This was 
a tearing asunder of the silken cords that for years had 
held their hearts together. He was proud, and so was she 
— they became distrustful of each other, and at length they 
quarrelled, and parted never to meet again. I have heard 
it said, that it was partly to be revenged on Alexander that 
Esther gave an ear to the addresses of the laird ; but that is 
a subject on which I offer no opinion. All that I know is, 
that Alexander enlisted, and went out to join his regiment 
in the West Indies. The laird followed Esther like her 
shadow; and every one, save myself, said that there would 
be a marriage between them. Even her Avorthy father 
seemed to dream in the golden delusion; and, I am sorry to 
say, that I believe he was in no small degree the cause of 
finally breaking off the intimacy between her and Alexan- 
der Elliot, She Avas, as I have informed ye, a sensitiv^e, 
confiding lassie; and the laird, Avho had a honeyed tongue, 
succeeded not only, in the long run, in gaining her affections, 
but in making her to believe in his very looks; for, being 
incapable of falsehood herself, she did not suspect it in 
others, and least of all in those Avho had obtained a place 
in her heart. 

The 3'^oiing villain went so far as, in her presence, to ask 
her father’s consent to their marriage; and the auld laird 
being then dead, the minister agreed. It Avas not long after 
this, that the scapegrace went to London, and Esther 
began to droop like a floAver nipped aa'I a frost. Half-a-dozen 
times in tlie day her father found her in tears, and he en- 
deaAmured to comfort and to cheer her; but his efforts were 
unavailing. It pained his heart, Avhich had already been 
sorely chastened by aflliction, to behold the youngling, and 
last of his flock, pining aAvay before him. The yoiuig laird 
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wrote 


of his (laughter’s grief. The fii'st hint he got of it was from 
his elders assembled in session. The old man in agony 
fell back— he gasped, he smote his breast, and tore his gi*ey 
hairs. In his agony he cried that his Maker had forsaken 
him ! The elders sought to condole wi’ him, but it was in 


vain; he was carried to the manse, and he never preached 
more. His heart was broken, and, before a month passed, 
the thread of life snapped also. 

Wi’ the weight of her own shame and sorrow, and her 
father’s death, poor Esther became demented. About nine 
weeks after her father’s funeral, she gave birth to a still- 
born child; and it was a happy thing that the infant and 
its mother were buried at the same time, in the same 


grave. 

Such, sir, is all that it is necessary for me to inform ye 
concerning our late wmrthy minister; and of the young laird 
ye shall hear more prescntl}’, in the history of 


ne’er-do-weel TAM. 

I never kenned a lad that I entertained a higher regard 
for tlian Thomas Elliot. His father left him fifteen hun- 
dred pounds, laid out upon a mortgage at five per cent, in- 
terest, and bequeathed in such a way that he couldna lift 
the principal. There wms a vast deal of real goodness about 
his heart — he was frank, liberal, sincere. Every iierson 
that kenned him liked him. His first and greatest fault w'as. 
that he was owre o^Den; he laid bare his breast, as it were, 
to the attack of every enemy that chose to hurl a shaft at it. 
He was a fool for his pains; and, I daresay, he saw it in 
the end. There was always some person taking the ad- 
vantage of the frankness of his disposition. But the thing 
that ruined him, and fixed the by-name on him, was, that 
he became a sort of fixture in Luckie Riddle’s parlour. His 
chief companion was a lad of the name of William Archbold 



TALES OF THE BOEDERS. 


2t 

—a blithe, singing cbield, that was alwa^’^s happy, and readj 
at onything. Thomas and he were courting two sisters 
Jenny and Peggy Lilly— the daughters of a small farmer in 
the nelghbourlioocl, and both of them were bonny, weel- 
respectecl lasses. The folk in this quarter used to call Wil- 
liam Archbold Blithe Willie. He was a blacksmith to his 
trade, but quite a youth; and come upon him by night or 
by day, Willie was sure to be found laughing, whistling, or 
singing. He hadiia a yearly income like Thomas Elhot; 
and, sti'ange to say, he got the blame of gieing him a howff 
at Luckie Ptiddle’s. But that was a doctrine which I always 
protested against; and I said it was much more likely that, 
as Thomas was fu’-hauded, Avhile his neighbour had to 
work for his bread, the man of money led the blacksmith 
to their howff, and not the blacksmith the man of money. 
One thing is certain, that both of them were far oftener at 
Luckic’s than was either good for their health, wealth, or 
reputation. One night, it seems, after having drunk until, 
if “they werena fu’, they just had plenty,” they reeled 
away to see the two sisters, their sweethearts. Jenny 
didna wish to quarrel wi’ Thomas, because he had the siller; 
but Peggy turned away wf scorn from Blithe Willie, 
and said, that she “ never again would speak to one who 
was no better than a common blackguard, and who neither 
had regard for himself, nor for any one connected wi’ him.” 
What more passed between them I canna tell, but it is 
said he turned sober in an instant; and, certain it is, that 
night he left the town, and has never been more heard 

tell off. 

Thomas Elliot and Jenny were married, but she died the 
second year after their marriage, leaving to his charge an 
infant sou, who was kirsened by the name of Alexander. 
Thomas, after his wife’s death, tried many things (for 
while she lived she keepit him to rights), but he neglected 
them all. He began twenty things, and ended nothing, 
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He was to be found in Luckie Riddle’s in tlie morning, and 
he was to be seen sitting there at night. Before he was 

“ mid 


forty, he became a perfect sot; and I used to ask, 
leads him away now ” The fact was, he was miserable 
save when he was in company; and, for the sake of corn- 
pan}^, he would have sat sipping and drinking from sunrise 
to sunset, without ever perceiving that in that time he had 
been sitting wi’ twenty diflerent companies, each of whom 
had remained maybe half-an-hour, and left him bibbing 
there to make a crony of the customer that last came in. 
But tliis course of life could not last long. He had mort- 
gaged the mortgage that his father left him, until, although 
he could not lift it, he had almost swallowed it u]^; and at 
the age of forty-four he fell into the grave like a lump of 
diseased flesh— a thing without a soul ! 

I have informed ye that he left a son, named Alexander, 

behind him. He was a laddie that was beloved by the 
wliole town; and it was him that frae bairnhood was set 
down as the future husband of Esther Anderson, our minis- 
ter’s daughter. I have already told ye how he enlisted, 

when he fancied that she was drawing up wi’ the youno- 
laird, and slighting him. 

How, mark ye, sir— for this is one of the most singular 

things in the history of our village-about three years after 

tJie melancholy deaths of Esther and her father, the laird 

wi a pack o’ young men as thoughtless and wicked as him- 

se , came down to the Ha’. It was plain as noonday that 

e murder of a young lassie, her bairn, and her honoured 

tather, had never cost the young libertine a thought. He 

returned to all his former profligacy, as a sow returns to its 
wallowing in the mire. 

_ He was returning, towards evening, with three or four of 
us companions Bom an otter-hunt, and was within a quar- 

-th ^ straiV-s 

the one a youth, and the other a man of middle acre. 
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“ Stand ! ” cried tlie young man, sternly. 

“What do you want, fellow?” inquired the laird, proudly. 

“ Dismount,” retorted the other, “and take this,” pre- 
senting to him a pistol. “ I come to avenge the murder of 
Esther Anderson and her father; and,” added he, “ wi’ your 
blood to wash the bruise ye have inflicted on my wounded 
heart. Did ye think, because her brave brother was with 
the dead, that there was none left to revenge the ruin of her 
innocence? Beneath the very tree where wc now stand, 
she plighted me her first vow, and we were happy as the 
birds that sang itpon its branches, until ye, as a serpent, 
crossed our path. Dismount, Laii’d Cochrane, if ye be not 
coward as weel as villain.” 

“ Alexander Elliot,” replied the laird, “ are ye not aware 
that I am a magistrate, and have power to commit ye even 
now as a deserter. Begone, sir, and take your hand from 

my horse s head; lor it becomes not a gentleman to quarrel 
wi’ such as you.” 

“Dismount, ye palsy-spirited slave!” cried Alexander, 
“and choose your weapon and your distance. Let your 
friends that are wi’ you see that ye have fair play. Dis- 
mount, or I will shoot ye dead where ye sit.” And as he 
spoke he dragged him from his horse. 

It was an awful tragedy to take place in a peaceable cor- 
ner of the earth like this. The stranger that accompanied 
Alexander took the pistols, and addressing one of the gen- 
tlemen that were wi’ the laird, said, coolly, “ This business 
must be settled, sir, and the sooner the better. Choose ye one 
of these weapons, and let the principals take their ground.” 

They did take their ground, as it was termed, and their 
pistols were levelled at each other’s heart. Guilt and sur- 
prise made the laird to tremble, but revenge gave steadi- 
ness to the hand of young Elliot. Both fired at the same 
moment, and with a sudden groan the laii’d fell dead upon 
the ground. 
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Some said tliat the earth was weel rid of a prodigal; 
while others thought it an awfu thing that he should have 
been cut off in such a manner, in the very middle of his ini- 
quities and career of wickedness; and it waii) generally re- 
gretted that he should have fallen by the hand of a lad so 
universally respected as Alexander Elliot. Such, sir, was 
the end of the young laird; but what has become of Alex- 
ander is more than any one in these parts can tell. I have 
just now a few words to say concerning 


JOHNNY GEIPPY. 

The Grippys were a very remarkable family; and it was a 
common saying, that they were weel named. There were 
originally three brothers of them; and when I first kenned 
them, they were ragged, barelegged callants, but every one 
of them as keen as a Jew, and as hard as a flinty rock. Two 
of them were in the cuttle line; and, through stinginess, 
cheatery, and such-like means, they amassed a power of 
money. But both of them died, and being unmarried, their 
brother J ohnny became sole heir to their property. He was 
a man that would have walked ten miles to pick up a far- 
thing. He keepit a shop, or what the Americans would call 
a store, in the village, for he sold everything, new and auld, 
good, bad, and indifferent — eatable and wearable, or for 
whatever purpose it was wanted; for everything ye could 
think about was to be had for money at the shop of Johnny 
Grippy. Of late years, it was weel ascertained that he 
dealt extensively in sending whisky into England, and in 
such a way, too, that neither the dirdum, the risk, nor the 
loss could land at his door. But he had dealings in many 
concerns, both here and elsewhere. Wherever he heard 
of anything by which there w^as money to be made, he 
always endeavoured to get his finger in. It was affirmed 
that he was connected wi’ some wealthy trading companies 
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about London, and that he had ships upon the sea. I know 
for a positive fact, that he went up to the great city every 
year, and that he actually begged his way there and back 
again. But it is my opinion that he made the greater part 
of his wealth by lending out money to usury. By this 
means a great deal of property fell into his possession, for 
he was as cruel as a starving tiger. He was a despiser of 
both justice and merc}^, and all he cared about was— 
maun hae my hargainr That was always his answer, if 
onybody offered to intercede wi’ him for ony poor creature 


that he was distressing. 

The auld knave endeavoured to cover his avarice wi’ the 
cloak o’ religion, and, as I have already informed ye, sought 
to be made an elder; and, as ye have been made aware, he 
never forgave our late ^yorthy minister for the slight and 
disappointment, but, even against his nature, j^arted wd 
money to obtain a cruel revenge. It w^ould tire you, if I 
were to inform j'ou of the one-thousandth part of J ohnn}^ s 
meanness, and the instances of his ravening avariciousness, 
or the misery which he caused in the habitations of both 
high and low. Indeed, I may say, that he grew rich through 
the ruin of others; and he sought out objects of misery on 
which he might fix his devouring talons, even as a vulture 

seeketh out a dead carcase. 

At an enormous interest, he lent money to the auld laird; 
and he cunningly permitted the interest to accumulate, year 
after year, until the laii'd’s death. He also advanced sums 
to the young laird at a rate even more usurious, and got the 
entire title-deeds of the estate into his hands as security; 
and when the laird fell in the duel wi’ Alexander Elliot, he 
seized and took possession of Ha’ estate, and all that was 
thereon, claiming them as his ! The whole parish was 
thunderstruck wi’ astonishment. 

The next kin to the young laird threatened to throw the 
case into the Court of Chanccrv. 
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“ Let them,” said Johnny, laughing in his sleeve, “they 
will live lang that live to see it settled there— and I will 

liae my bargain.''’ 

Weel, the case was thrown into Chancerj", and J olinny 
did not live to see it settled, for settled it is not until this 
da}^, and what some one said of eternity might be said of it 
— it is “beginning to begin.” 

I think ye heard that John had acquired a habit of slip- 
ping owre to Luckie Riddle’s on the edge of his foot for a 
dram before breakfast. .He took a strong liking for her 
strong bottle, and by way of saving the expense of the dram, 
he left off the practice of taking a breakfast; and when the 
single dram increased to two and three in the day, he con- 
fined himself to one meal, and that of the poorest and 
scantiest kind— a potato and salt, or maybe a herring as a 
luxury. But it was more than suspected that the potatoes 
on which he lived were not all honestly came by; for I my- 
self have seen him in a field amongst other folks’, stooping 
down and fingering at the drills, and slipping the potatoes 
into his coat-pocket; and when asked what he was doing, 
he would have said (quite collectedly, for there was no pos- 
sibility of confusing him), “ On, I am just looking vdiat sort 
of crop sneh-a-one is going to have this year.” 

But the miser’s love of drink increased upon him, and the 
more he spent on liquor, the more he hungered himself. He 
became a living skeleton, and in the depth of a severe 
winter, he was found sitting dead behind his desk, with the 
copy of a letter before him, in which he had instructed his 
man of business to sell off, immediately^ the husband of 
Peggy Lilly.” 

“ The husband of Peggy Lilly !” interrupted the stranger, 
who had hitherto listened to the records of the Patriarch in 
silence — “who was he?” 

“That,” resumed the old man, “seems to interest yon, 
and wherefore I cannot divine, as I have no recollection of 
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yonr faco; but, if ye have patience and licarhcn, ye shall 
hear all that I can tell ye of the history of 


PEGGY LILLY. 

y ^yas allowed to be the bonniest lass in all the 
parish; but she was as prudent and sedate as she was bonny, 

V 7 

and everybody wondered that she keepit company wi’ Wil- 
liam Archbold sae lang as she did, after he had gicn himself 
up to a habit o’ dissipation; though she, perhaps, thocht 
as I did, that it was mere thochtlessness in the young man, 
that he was just drawn awa by his friend, Thomas Elliot, 
and that, if he were married, he would reform. Luckie 
Riddle’s sign, however, was a black sight to him, and I doot 
it has been a heart-sore to piiir Peggy. The difference that 
the subject gave rise to between them, was perhaps unlucky 
for the happiness o’ baith parties. In the vexation o’ the 
moment, she uttered words o’ harshness which her heart 
did not dictate, and, in leaving as he did, he acted rashly. 

When we heard, however, of William Archbold’s having 
left the town, and the cause of his leaving — that it arose 
from Peggy having spoken to him as if disgusted at his 
conduct — we laughed, and said he would soon come back 
again. She thought the same thing; but weeks and months 
succeeded each other, and now fivc-and-twenty years have 
passed, and the lad has been no more heard of. How 
deeply Peggy grieved for her conduct, and mourned his ab- 
sence, was visible in her countenance. 

About ten years after her sister’s death, her parents, 
who had both become very frail, were thrown out of their 
bit farm, after several very unfortunate seasons in it, and 
they were left entirely dependent upon her exertions for 
their support. They were reduced to very great straits, 
and many a time it was a wonder to me how they lived; 
but late and early did she toil for their maintenance: and. 
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poor hizzy, the sorrow that fell upon her face for the loss 

of William Arclibold never left it. 

At that time a very decent man, who had taken a small 

farm in the neighbourhood, began to pay attention to her, 
and often called at her father’s house. She heard his re- 
quest, that she would marry him, wi a sigh for she liadna 
forgotten Blithe Willie. But her father and mither looked 
at her, wi’ the tears in their een, and they besought her 
night and daj’’, that they might see her settled and provided 
for. She at length yielded to their solicitations, and gied 
him her hand; but she was candid enough to confess to him, 
that her affection couldna accompany it, though her respect 


and duty should. 

So far as the world could judge, they seemed to live 
happily together, and Peggy made an exemplary wife; but 
there was always like a quiet settled melancholy on her 
countenance. Their farm was too dear taken, and about. a 
year after they were married, it became the property of 
Johnny Grippy. Ye have already heard what sort of man 
ho was, reaping where he had not sown. He exacted his 
rent to the last farthing, or without ceremony paid himself 

double from the stock upon the farm. 

Peegy’s husband became unable, though he struggled 
early and late, to make up his rent, and having fought 
until his strength was exhausted, and his health and heart 
broken, he sank down upon his bed, a dying man; and 
Johnny, causing the sheriff ’s-officer to seize all that was 
upon the farm, made them seize also the very bed upon 
which the dying man lay. He in fact died in their hands; 
and Peggy was turned out upon the world, a friendless 
widow, with two helpless infants at her knee: and a sore, 
sore fight she has had to get the bite and the sup for them, 
poor things, from that day to this. 

“ But,” replied the stranger, with emotion, there is one 
left who will provide for her and her children.” 
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“ Who may that he?” inquired the patriarch. 

‘‘ William Archbold,” answered the other. 

“ Preserve us ! ” said the old man, in surprise; “I dare- 
say I have been blind not to have recognised ye before — yc 
arc 'William ! ” 

“ I am,” replied the other — “ Blithe Willie, as you ohce 
termed me. Peggy’s cutting and just rebuke roused my 
pride, and filled me with self-abasement at the same instant. 
In a state of mind bordering on madness, I left the village, 
where I considered my character to be blasted for ever. I 
went to London, and there engaged to go out to India. I 
was there fortunate in business, and in a few years became 
rich. I there, some years ago, discovered Alexander Elliot 
(the son of my old companion), whose regiment had gone 
to the East, and not to the West Indies, as you supposed. 
I purchased his discharge, and employed him as a clerk. 
He requested permission to visit this countr}^, and it was 
granted; but I knew not the deadly nature of his errand. 
It was during that visit that he so fatally avenged the ruin 
of poor Esther. He is again in India, and prospering. But 
you say that Peggy has been married — that she is a widow 
■ — a widow!” 

“Yes; a widow, sir,” answered the patriarch; “and if 
ye be single, I think ye canna do better than make her a 
wife.” 

“Ho, no!” said 'William, drawing his hand across his 
eyes; “ I cannot; I will not glean where another has reaped. 
But here is a bank-order for five hundred pounds; let it be 
conveyed to her; but let her never know the hand from 
whence it came.” 

“ Hoots ! nonsense, Maister William !” said the old man. 
“ See her again, for auld langsyne, at ony rate, and gie her 
it yersel.” 

What course William Archbold would have adopted I 
cannot tell; but at that moment Peggy passed down the 
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Btrcct) tiud spolc6 ^”-0 tli6 old nifiii cVS slio passod. AVilliani 
Btarted to liis feet, he stretched out his hand, he exclaimed, 

-Pcgg>M” 

She was speechless— tears gushed into her eyes. Old 
love, it is said, soon kindles a -ain. Be this as it may, 
within six weeks Peggy left the village in a coach as the 
wife of William Archbold, and her children accompanied 

her 
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THE OLD CHRONICLER’S TALES 


THE DEATH OF JAMES I. 

The scrupiilouSj wc might almost say affected, regard for 
■what they conceive to bo historical truth, on the part of 
many historians, leading them to admit nothing into their 
veritable histories but what has been “proven,” and proven 
in such a manner as to please themselves, has been produc- 
tive of at least this effect — that many a fact in history has 
been consigned to the regions of fable and romance, because 
supported only by that evidence which has hanged mil- 
lions oi God’s creatures — namely, the testimony of witnesses. 
The weight of tradition, often the very best and truest 
evidence, in so far as it combines experience and faith, is, 
in the estimation of historiographers, overbalanced by a 
fragment of paper, i>rovided it be written upon, and the 
writing be formed after some old court-hand or black-letter 

o 

style; though, after all, the valued antiquarian scrap, 
formed bj’^ the operation of one goose quill, moved by one 
hand, and that hand impelled by the mind of one frail mor- 
tal, may be merely a distorted relic of that very tradition 
which is so much despised. We do not profess to be fasti- 
dious in the selection of authorities. Tradition, in our 
opinion, ought to bo tested by the experience of mankind: 
where it stands that test, it ought to be received as a part 
of veritable history; and sure we are that, if by this mode 
anything maybe thought to be lost in point of strict truth, 
it will be well balanced by what is gained in point of amuse- 
ment. It is upon these principles we have selected, and 
now lay before orm readers, an account of a well-known 
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catastrox>lie of Scottish history, much more full in its de- 
tails than any that has j^et been offered to the j)nblic. 

In the beginning of the winter 143G, Sir Robert Graham 
(whose nephew, Patrick Graham, had been married to the 
daughter of David, Earl of Strathearn, and who himself 
bore that dignity) appeared at the royal residence of Wal- 
ter Stuart, Duke of Athol, his kinsman (the latter being 
uncle to Patrick, Earl of Strathearn’s wife), in a state of 
disguise. The night was far advanced when he arrived, 
and the duke was called from liis bed to see the visiter, 
who liad been for some time under the ban of the stern 
authority of his sovereign, James I. The duke knew well 
what was the main object of the knight, though he was en- 
tirely ignorant of the special intelligence that the latter had 
to communicate to him. They met in the large wainscoted 
hall, which in brighter days had resounded to the merry 
sounds of the wassail of King Robert’s sons, but which, ever 
.since the accession of the reigning king, had echoed nothing 
but the sighs and groans of the persecuted victims of James’ 
vengeance against all the relatives and supporters of the 
imfortunatc house of Albany. The duke and the knight 
were now both old men, though the former was much in ad- 
vance of the latter; they were both grandfathers — the grand- 
son of the duke being Sir Robert Stuart, chamberlain to 
the king, and the grandson of the latter being Malise 
Graham, who had been disinherited of his Earldom of 
Strathearn by the unwise policy of the monarch; but old 
and grey-headed as they were, they, true to the charaeter 
of the age in which they lived, retained that fierce spirit of 
vengeance which was held one of the cardinal virtues of 
the creed of nobility and knighthood of that extraordinary 
l^criod. 

As the duke entered the hall, which was lighted only by 
a small lamp that stood on the oaken table at which the 
inhabitants of the castle dined, he rcciuircd to use well both 
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Ills eyes {XTicl Ills Gtirs, ol^tusG as his external senses had. ho^ 
come by age, before he was apprised of the situation occu- 
pied by the knight, who, musing over his schemes of re- 
venge, did not observe the duke enter. He was roused from 
his reverie by the hand of his old friend, applied by way of 
slap to his shoulder, as if for the purpose of wakening him 
from sleep — a power that seldom overcomes the restless 

spirit of vengeance. 

“ The arm of King James,” said the duke, reaches far- 
ther than mine, and a smaller light than that glimmering 
taper, that twinkles so mournfully in this ancient hall of the 
Stuarts, enables him to see farther than is now permitted 
to these old eyes; and yet you are here on the very borders 
of the Lowlands, and within a score miles of the court, 
where the enemy of our families holds undisputed sway. 
Arc you not afraid of the Heading-hill of Stirling, which 
still shows the marks of the blood of the murdered Stuarts^’ 

“I have come from the fastnesses of the north,” said 
Graham, as he took off his plaid, which was covered with 
snow, to shake it, and exhibited a belt well stored with 
dao'oersand hunting-knives— “I have come from my resi- 
dence among the eagles, like one of the old grey-headed 
birds with which I am become familiar, to warm the cold 
blood of a mountain life with some of the warm stream 

that nerves the arms of my enemies of the valley. 

‘•Or rather,” replied the duke, smiling, “you have come 

to ask an old fox, with a head gre3mr than that of an eagle, 
to hunt with you, and guide you to the caves of your foes; 
but jmu have destroyed jmur scheme of vengeance, by ad- 
vising your principal enemy of your intention. Why, speak- 
ing s'eriously, did you write such an epistle to the kmg? 
You have lived among yoiiv gre^Mieaded friends to little 
purpose, when jmu have used one of their feathers as an in- 
strument for telling jmur victim that another is to fledge the 
arrow that is to seek his b part’s blood. Such an act may 
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be said to be uoble, when the avenger is to give his enemy 
a fair chance for his life; hut that you do not intend to do, 
for your vengeance (which must be glutted in secret, if it is 
to be glutted at all) is not to be stayed by the forms of the 
laws of chivalry. James is now on his guard. You have told 
him you intend to slay hini-and slay him now if you can 
“And, by the arms of the Grahams of Kincardine, I vnU, 
Athol— I will, I shall / Is it your grace who would dis- 
suade me from my purpose of revenge, merely because t e 
fire is so furious that it sent forth a gleam on the victim 
that is destined to feel its scorching heat?-you, who have 
within these few minutes brought up to our burning ima- 


filiations tlic bloody scene of tlie Heading-lull of Stirling 
^vllc^eon perished so many of your kinsmen— yon, whose 
dukedom has been first wrested from you, and then be- 
stowed on you in liferent, because you are old-you who 
should” (here he spoke into the ear of the duke) “be king! 
—pausing. “Who does not know that Robert III, your 
brother, was born out of lawful wedlock ? His father 
never married Elizabeth More; but who could doubt that 
Euphemia Ross, your mother, the widow^ of the famous 
Randolph, was joined to him in lawful wedlock'? The 
people of Scotland know this, and they are sick of tlio 
bastard on the throne”— pausing again, and looking car- 


ncstly at the duke through the gloom of the large hall. Is 
it to be tolerated that legitimacy is to be longer trampled 
under foot by bastardy? Too long have you overlooked 
your right of blood; but it is not jeu too late for ample 
amends. The usurper has done all in his power, by op- 
pressing you and slaying your friends, to force you to assert 
and vindicate your indefeasible right, and gratify a legiti- 
mate revenge. In these veins,” seizing the old man’s sbri- 
vellcd wrist, “ rims the blood of the Bruce! What a thought 
is that !— what heart could resist its impulse ? w^hat brain 

its lire?” 
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After whispering, with great earnestness, this speech into 
the ear of the old duke, Graham paused again, and looked 
at him. The words had produced the effect which they 
might have been expected to produce on the mind of one 
who had long dreamed over the same thoughts and pur- 
poses, and been fired by the same feelings, but who had 
been prevented, by unmanly fears, from obeying the dictates 
of his judgment, the eall of his ambition, and the spur of 
revenge. The energetic manner in which the old fancies 
had been roused by the wily Graham threw him into a re- 
verie, the result of which the knight did not think fit to 
wait. He had already, to a certain extent, succeeded in 
stimulating the lethargy of age, and sending through the 
shrivelled veins of the scion of royalty the blood that owned 
the influence of the passion-struck heart; it was now his 
purpose to keep the ground he had gained, and push for 
more; and as the duke still stood mufided up in his mom- 
ing-gown, and his chin upon his folded arms, the tempter 
proceeded — 

“Your grace has often declared to me,” he continued, 
“that you have faith in our Highland seers, and believe 
the sounds of the taisch) as given forth by the inspired vi- 


sionarv.” 

“Who can doubt these things?” replied the old duke, 
looking seriously, and continuing his musing position. “ I 
certainly never had the hardihood. I have seen too many 
instances of their verification, to be sceptical on that head. 
The fate of the family of Albany was foretold by a seer 
many months before the execution of Duke Murdoch and 
his sons. But what has this to do with my persecution, or 
with my being king of Scotland? God knows, I have at 
this moment visions enough! — your remarks have roused 
my sleeping mind; yet I could almost say I dream.” 

“ This dark hall, that little flickering lamp, and my pre- 
Ecnco at tills late hour, may well produce an illusion; but I 
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deal in no fancies. I liavc only truths to tell, and deeds 
to do— ay, and such deeds as may well cross the rapt eyes 
of the seer; Scotland has not seen such for many a day, sad 
and sorrowful as have been the fates of her kings. Will 

your grace hear your fate from the lips of a seer? 

“ I would rather hear that of my enemy, who rules this 

kingdom with a rod of iron,” replied the duke. 

“You will hear the fates and fortunes of both,” said 
Graham— “ay, even as is seen the scales of justice, which, 
as the beam moves, lifts one, only to depress the other. If 
you will accompany me to a shepherd’s hut, back among 
your own hills of Athol, you will hear what time has in 

store for you and King J ames.” 

“I will,” replied the duke, anxiously; “but age requires 

rest. I was hunting all day, and feel weary. Let us post- 
pone our visit till to-morrow evening.’ 

“Ah !” cried Graham, “ the hunter may say he is wearied, 

(mt the hunted has no title to speak the language of nature. 
If wo go at all, we must go now. The visions of the seer 
come on him during night. At the solemn hour of mid- 
night, futurity is revealed to him — to the hunted outlaw, 
Avliose bed is among the heather, there is not vouchsafed 
tlic ordinary certainty of seeing even another sun. Come, 
dress — I will lead your grace’s horse through the hills. 
We have no time to lose — the old enemy is -beforehand 
with us, and our grizzled locks mock the tardiness of our 
revenge. Come!” 

“ IMy weakness leaves me under the charm of your words, 
Graham,” said the old duke. “Tell Malcolm to get my 
horse in readiness; meanwhile, I will dress, and be pre- 
sently with you.” 

The duke went up to his bedroom, and Graham sought 
the servant, who proceeded to obey his directions. He 
came again back to the hall, and folding his arms, walked 
to and fro. muttering to himself, stopping at times, and 
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raising his hand in a menacing attitude, as if he were wholly' 
engrossed by one feeling of revenge, and then resuming hie 
musing attitude. The duke, dressed, belted, and muffled up 
in a large riding-cloak, again roused him from his reverie. 
They proceeded to the coiu'tyard, Avhcre the duke mounted, 
and Graham, taking the bridle into his hand, took the horse 
away into a by-path that led to the hills. After proceed- 
ing forward for about an hour in the dark, they observed 
a small light glimmering in the distance, and coming appa- 
rently from the window of some cottage. For this Graham 
made as directly as the unevenness of the ground would per- 
mit; and in a short time they arrived at the door of the 
small dwelling, from the window of which the beam of light 
shot out amongst the darkness, suggesting the idea of life, 
and probably some of its comforts (at least a fire), amidst 
the dead stillness of a winter night in so dreary a situa- 
tion. 


At the door of this cottage, Graham rapped in a peculiar 
manner; and without a word being spoken, it was opened 
by a young man clad in the Highland garb. The two 
friends entered. The scene presented to them was the 
ordinary appearance of a moimtain hut in those days: a 
small fire of peats burned in the middle of the apartment, 
and sent out the light which, beaming through the small 
aperture in place of a window, had attracted the eyes of 
the guests. In a corner, a small truckle-bed stuffed with 
heather, part of which protruded at the side and end, and 
covered with a coarse blanket or two, contamed an old 
woman, with a clear, active eye, which twinkled in the 
light of the fire, and moved with great rapidity as she 
scanned narrowly the persons of the guests. In another 
corner was the bed of the young Highlander, composed 
simply of a collection of heather, and without blanket or 
covering of any kind. The guests seated themselves on 
two coarse stools that stood by the fire; holding their 
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hands over the flame, to receive as much as possible of the 
heat to thaw their limbs, which the freezing night air, co- 
operating with their advanced j'cars, had stiffened and be- 
numbed. While they were engaged in this preliminary 
but indispensable operation, the young man, who appeared 
restless and confused, placed another stool before the bed of 
the old woman, so that, when seated upon it, his back 
would be supported by the side of the bed, and his face in 
some degree concealed from the gaze of the guests, who, be- 
ing on the other side of the peat fire, could, through the as- 
cending smoke, see him only indistinctly and at intervals. 

With the exception of a few words that had passed 
between the young Highlander and Graham— and which, 
being in Gaelic, were not understood by the royal duke, 
who, tliougli formerly Lord of Brechin, and resident in the 
north, had been too long in leaving the royal residence of 
liis father, Eobert 11. , to acquire the language— there was 
nothing for some time said. The guests continued their 
manual applications to the peat fire, and the young Gael, 
who had for some time been seated on his stool, threw 
himself occasionally back on the fore part of the bed, then 
brought himself forward again, and at intervals muttered 
quickly some words in Gaelic, accompanied with sounds of 
wonder and surprise, from all which he suddenly relapsed 
into quietness and silence. While these strange operations 
were going on, Graham directed the attention of the duke 
to the uncouth actor, and whispered something in his ear 
which had the effect of rousing him, and making him look 
anxiously through the smoke, to get a better view of the 
strange gestures of the youth. The old woman in the bed 
made, in the meantime, efforts as if she intended to speak; 
but these were repressed by a sudden motion of the youth, 
whose hand, slipped back, was applied as secretly as possible 
to her mouth, and then, in a menacing attitude, clenched 
and shaken in her face. 
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“ Is 5’our hour come yet, Allan?” said Graham, in a deep 
and serious voice. 

“ He says no,” answered the old woman, with a sharp, 
clear voice, from the hed, translating the Gaelic response 
of the youth; “ hut he sees signs o’ an oncome.” 

“ Is it to he a mute vision, Allan?” again said Graham; 
“or see you any signs of a tahehV 

“ He thinks,” said the woman again, as translator, “ he 
will see again the face and feir o’ a dead king, wha will 
speak wi’ sohs and granes o’ him wha will come after him, 
and sit in the hrowden and hurniest ha’ o’ Scone’s auld 
palace, whar he will be crowned.” 

Silence again succeeded the clear notes of the woman’s 
voice; the young man’s movements and gestures recom- 
menced; and the old duke’s attention was riveted hy the 
strange proceedings which, to an absolute believer in the 
l^owers of the seer, were fraught with intense interest. The 
prophetic paroxysm seemed to approach more near: the 
body of the seer was bent stiffly back, and leaned on the 
bed; his eyes were wide open, and fixed upon a mental ob- 
ject; his hands were extended forth; his lips were apart; 
and every gesture indicated that state of the mind when, 
under the influence of a rapt vision, it takes from the body 
its nervous energy, and leaves the limbs as if under the 
power of a trance. 

He remained in this condition for fully five minutes; 
and then, throwing his arms about, ho cried out some 
cpiickly-uttered words in Gaelic, which the old woman 
translated into — “It comes! it comes!” After a pause 
of a few minute.-, during which the most death-like si- 
lence prevailed throughout the cottage, he began to move 
his hands slowly through the air, from right to left, as if 
he were following the progress of a passing creation of the 
mind; and, as he continued this movement, he spoke, in a 
deep, tremulous voice, with a kind of moiunful, singing 



THE DEATH OF JAMES I. 


43 


cadence, tlie Gaelic words, whicli were continually trans- 
lated by the old woman. 

“ There comes slowly, as if frae the womb o’ a cloud o’ 
mountain mist, the seim o’ a turreted abbey, wi’ the tomb 
o’ the Bruce and the monuments o’ other kings, amang 
which a new grave, wi’ the moul o’ centuries o’ rotten 
banes lying on its edge, and mixed wi’ the skulls o’ dead 
kings, and arm-banes that ance bore the sceptre o’ Scotland ! 
— It is gane ! — the seim has vanished, and my eye is again 
darkened !” 

A deep silence succeeded, and lasted for several minutes. 
The speaker’s hands again began to move from right to 
left, and slowly-uttered words again came from his lips ! 

“ The cloud throws back its misty faulds, and shows the 
wraith o’ a gowd-graithit bier, movin to the wast; the 
Scotch lion is on the lid, and a shinin halbrik, owre whilk 
waves the royal pennon o’ Scotland, begirt wi’ gowd, is car- 
ried afore, by the king-at-arms. A warlock, auld and 
shrivelled, wi’ a white beard, touches wi’ his wand the 
coffin; the lid lifts, and the head o’ a king, wi’ a leaden 
crown, rises frae tlic bier! A taiscli! a /—hark I 

the lips o’ the dead open and move, and he speaks the weird 
that never deceives! ‘//az7, Walter, King o' the Scots!' " 

This extraordinary statement was accompanied by a kind 
of yell or scream, that rung through the cottage, and pierced 
the cars of the listeners. Silence again followed, and lasted 
several minutes, during which the seer was quiet. The 
duke was apparently entranced, and Graham looked wonder 
and surprise. The seer bc"an again to move his hands, and 
speak as before. 

“ The cloud throws back its misty faulds, and my eye 
follows the seim o’ the royal chair o’ Scone, wherein sits” 
(a loud scream of surprise broke from the seer) “Walter, 
Lord o’ Brechin that was, Duke o’ Athol that is — King o’ 
Scotland that will be 1” 
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Hicsc words were no sooner uttered, than the duke started 
from tlie stool on whicli lie sat, and showed strong indica- 
tions of surprise and confusion. His belief in the predic- 
tions of a seer was, as was common in that age, imboundedj 
and wiieii he heard himself pronounced King o’ Scotland, 
bis mind, freed from all manner of scepticism or doubt, re- 
verted to the circumstance of the doubtful legitimacy of his 
iialf-brotlicrs; the aspirations and day-dreams he had so 
long indulged seemed in an instant to have received the 
stamp of truth; the prospect of having his ambition at last 
gratified, by wearing the crown which his enemy now bore, 
inflamed his mind, and the coldness and lethargy of old age 

seemed to have been supplanted by the fire and energy of 
youth. 

“Is the vision complete?” said he to the old woman, as 

he saw the seer gradually regaining his upright position, 

and resun ing his natural manner, like one who had come 
out of a fit. 


“A}',” replied slic. “Allan is himscl again; but, if ye 
are the Duke o’ Athol, as I tak ye to be, I could rede ye, 
before our reddin, never mair, aiblins, to meet on this side 
o’ time, something that wad make yoiu auld een glimmer 
through the smeik o’ that ingle mair swith and deftly than 
could a’ the visions o’ the seers o’ Scotland.” 


Graham looked alarmed at this unexpected speech of the 
old woman; and Allan, the seer, slipping gently his hand 
behind her back, stopped her mouth, and produced silence. 
The duke and Graham left the cottage — the latter exhibit- 
ing a wish that the former should not remain longer, after 
the object was attained for which they had made their visit. 


They returned in the same way they had come; and for some 
time the duke was so much occupied with the thoughts of 
the extraordinary vision he had got declared to him, that 
he rode forward, still led by Graham, without uttering a 
word. The night was, if possible, darker than it was when 
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tJloy left the castle; and the stillness of a lazy fall of snow 
reigned among the hills, unbroken by a single sound, even 
of the night-birds. 

“ It is then ordained above,” said the duke at last, in a 
low tone— “my lot is already cast among the destinies, and 
all the dreams of a long life are at last to be realised. I 
can scarcely believe that I have been awake for this last 
hour; yet what can be more certain than that I am now 
sulferiiig the cold of these hills, a bodily feeling which 
dreams cannot simulate? ‘Walter, King of Scotland!’ 
lla ! it sounds as well as James— we are both the fii'st of 
our name. It is tardy justice, but it is justice accompanied 
by retribution; and when is the blood too thin and cold to 
Iced the fire of revenge ? When do the pulses of the old 
heart ccasc to quicken at the thought of a just retribution? 
When is the head too bald to bear a crown lined with purple 
velvet ? ]\Iy spirits, frozen by age and this cold night, are 
thawed by the fire of these visions of vengeance, and dance 
in the wild array of youthful delight. Hal he took from 
]uc the fee of my dukedom, and gave me, because I was 
old, the usufruct, the liferent: I shall now have the usufruct 
of a kingdom — his kingdom by courtesy, mine by right. 
Hark, Graham! How is this vision to be realised? The 
seer pointed to James’s death — who is to kill the tyrant?” 

“ I with this hand shall strike the blow,” replied Graham. 
“ My plans are already laid, and I wanted only your co- 
operation and assistance; for why, you know, should I be 
so improvident as to kill one king, until another is ready to 
take his place?” 

“ I cannot speak lightly of this affair,” said the duke, in 
check of Graham’s levity. “ What are your plans? The 
fewer co-operators in a conspiracy the better.” 

“I know it,” replied Graham, “Your grandson. Sir 
Robert Stuart, whom James has foolishly retained as cham- 
berlain, -while he has taken from him his chance of succeed- 
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iiig you in your dukedom, waits for your command to givo 
us access to the royal chamber. The king is to celebrate 
the Christmas holidays at the monastery of the Dominicans 
in Perth; he comes to the point of our dagger, held by a 
hand nerved by a thousand wrongs, to plunge it into his 
bosom. I can command the services of Sir John Hall, and 
Christopher and Thomas Chambers, who cry for revenge 
for the murder of their master Albany; three hundred ca- 
terans are at my service, ready to do the work of death at 
my bidding; and all that was required to complete my 
schemes was the consent of your grace, now happily ob- 
tained, to the act which is to right you, to revenge you, to 
crown you.” 

“ If the king is to be at Perth,” replied the duke, after a 
pause, “ I shall be at the revels of Christmas. My grand- 
son Sir Robert, who, as chamberlain, may be said to be the 


keeper of the king, can let your three hundred caterans 

into the monastery, and the work may be finished with a 

facility which seldom attends the execution of the purposes 
of revenge.” 

“ Your grace has anticipated my very thoughts and 

words, replied the wily Graham. “ Heaven aids the 

work of a just retribution on the head of the tyrant. Mark 

the supernatural coincidences. When was the vision of the 

seer presented to the living senses of the avenger of his own 

and hjs country’s wrongs — the executioner of a tyrant, and 

the successor who is to occupy liis throne — as if to urge 

him to his duty % Wlien did the groaning victims of 

royal cruelty get a chamberlain to turn for them the key of 

the tyrant s sleeping room'? And when were the suspicions 

of remorse and guilt of tlie wrong-doer so opportunely lulled, 

as to give room to a confidence which brings him to the 
dagger’s point ?” 

‘‘Walter, King of Scotland! ’ ejaculated the duke, who, 
during Graham’s speech, had been musing over the sudden 
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change in his fortunes. “ Ha ! how many acts shall I have 
to repeal ! how many nobles to right ! how many wounds to 
bind up of my bleeding country! Graham, you shall be 
Earl of Menteith, and your grand-nephew, Malise, shall 
have, instead of that earldom, his own Strathearn. How 
my mind burns with the thoughts of turning wrong into 
riglit, and taking the weight of the royal sceptre out of the 

scales of justice!” 

By this time, the pair had arrived again at the palace of 
Athol. Their plans were completed: the duke retired to 
dream of his crown and sceptre, and Graham returned to 
seek a heather bed, in liis retreat, beyond the reach of his 

enemies. 

Some time after, he met Allan, the seer, whose surname 
was Mackay, among the hills. The Gael had apparently 
gone in quest of his employer, and seemed to have some 
important object to attain, by travelling so far as he had 
done to meet him. 

“ I peg your honour’s pardon,” said the seer, as he came 
up to Graham; “te katherans are to pe at te red stane 
in te howe o’ te hills, on te saxth. I hae seen a’ te praw 
billows, wha are as keen for te onset as te eagles o’ 
Shchallion. Ye will meet them, dootless, and keep up the 
fire o’ their pluid, pe te three grand powers— te speeches, to 
[)eat-rcck, and te pay. Hoo did I manage te duke? To 
play was weel played, your honour, though Allan Mackay 
pc te man who says it; and te mair’s my credit, that I never 
pefore acted to seer in presence o’ te son o’ a king. Ugh — ' 
ugh ! put it was a x)raw performance, and ane that deserves 
to pc weel paid for. Hoo muckle did your honour promise 
to gic me for my remuneration? To sum has clean escaped 
my memory.” 

“ It was five merks, Allan,” said Graham. 

“ I peg jmur pardon, your honour,” said Allan. “ It was 
shust exactly seven; and little aneugh, seein I had my 
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mltlier s mouth to keep close, for fear she wad poach te 
secret to te duke, pesides te grand story o’ Dumferlin Appey, 
and te funeral, and te taisch, and te Palace o’ Scone, to in- 
rent and perform. King Shames’s actors are petter paid 
tor performin his ‘ Peebles to te Play.’ Maybe your honour 
can pay me te seven merks shusht now?” 

“I cannot quarrel with you, Allan,” said Graham; ‘‘but 

our bargain was five. Here’s your own sum, however. Since 

that night, I have had apprehensions about your mother’s 

steadfastness. You must watch her, and prevent her from 

going from home. Women have been the ruin of all plots, 
since the beginning of the world.” 

That was shust what I was to speak aboot, next after 

the payment, your honour,” said Allan. She’s awa owre 
the hills already. Cot knows whar.” 

What ! ’ cried Graham, in great agitation — “ has she 

gone away without your knowledge, and without tellintr you 
whither she was going?” 

That s shust the very thing I hae to inform ye o’,” 
replied the phlegmatic Gael. “ Te last time I saw her was 
on Wednesday morning, when she was warstlin wi’ the 
winds that plaw ower te tap o’ te hill o’ Gary. A glint o’ 
te risin sun showed me her red cloak as it fluttered in te 
plast, and, in a moment after, a’ my powers o’ the second 
sight couldna discover her. But we’ve ae satisfaction; 
she’s no awa to the duke. Put maybe ” (turning up his 
eye slyly) “ she’s awa to King Shames. I would follow her, 
and pring her i^ack, put I require te seven merks I hae 


got frae your honour for other necessary occasions, and 

purposes, and necessities; and a pody canna travel in the 

Lowlands, whar there’s nae heather to sleep on, without 
pawpces.” 

“ Heath and fury 1” cried the agitated Graham, “are all 
my long-meditated schemes of revenge, are the concerted 
purposes for cutting off a tyrant and righting a nation, to 
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be counteracted by the wag of an old woman's tongue 1 
Allan ” (lowering his voice), “ you must after your mother 
— dog her through hill and dale, highway and city vennel; 
seize her, by force or guile; prevent her from seeking the 
presence of the king, or those who may have the power of 
communicating with him; and get her back to her cottage, 
on the peril of all our lives. Here’s money for you” (giving 
liim a purse), “and here is a passport to the confidence of 
Sir Robert Stuart, the king’s chamberlain, one of our friends, 
who will co-operate with you in preventing her from ap- 
proaching the royal presence.” 

“ She’s a Lowdandcr, your honour,” said Allan, putting 
the money in his pocket; “ and maybe she’s awa to see her 
la-aw freends o’ the south, whar she gaes ance a-year, shust 
about this time; put, to oplige, and favour, and satisfy your 
honour, I’ll awa doon te Strath o’ te Tay; and, if I dinna 
find her wi’ her relations in Dundee, there may be some 
reason, and occasion, and authority for your honour’s appre- 
hension, and for my crossin te Tay and te Forth, to prevent 
her frac payin her respects 4;o Shames, whilk she wad think 
nac mair o’ doin than o’ speakin in te way she did to te 
Duke o’ Athol.” 

“Away — away, then!” cried Graham; “and remember 
that your head’s at stake as well as that of the best of us. 
So look to yourself.” 

Graham went away to an appointed place, where he was 
to meet Sir John Hall, who was to accompany him to the 
meeting of the caterans, and Allan went back to the 
cottage, and, taking out some necessaries, proceeded to Strath 
Tay. He arrived at the town of Dundee next evening; and, 
having ascertained that his mother had crossed over to Fife, 
had no doubt that she was away to Edinburgh for the pur- 
pose of communicating to King James what she knew of 
the conspiracy of the north. He therefore also crossed the 

Tay, proceeded through Fife, ami. after considerable delay, 

256 
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produced by ineffectual inquiries after an old woman in a 
red cloak, be arrived in Edinburgh on the third day after he 
had set out from his cottage. He had procured no trace of 
his mother, and all his wanderings and searchings through 
the Scottish metropolis were unavailing— he could neither 
see nor hear of her; and he therefore resolved to wait upon 
Sir Robert Stuart, to put him on his guard, lest she miglit, 
by her cunning, escape also his notice, and get access to the 
king by means of some subtle story told to the usher. He 
had no difficulty in getting access to Sir Robert, who was, 
about that time, too much occupied with secret messengers 
from the seat of the conspiracy in which he had engaged, to 
hesitate an instant about consenting to see the Gael, who, 
he doubted not, came from Sir Robert Graham, or his grand- 
father, the duke— both, he knew, deeply engaged in the 
secret affair. Having been admitted, Allan, as he walked 
up to the end of the apartment where Sir Robert was seated, 
looked cautiously around; and, seeing no one near, assumed 
an attitude and demeanour somewhat bolder, but still suited 

to the secresy of his message. 

“ Has 3"our honour seen an old woman in a red cloak, 

apoot te precincts o’ te king’s residence?” said he, in a 
whispering tone, as he slipped Graham s token a piece of 
paper with ciphers on it — into Sir Robert s hand. 

“Sir Robert has himself written me about that beldam, 
said the chamberlain. “ She is in our secret, I understand 
—an extraordinary instance of imprudence, which I must 
have explained to me. Meantime, the dangei must be 

averted. I have not seen her. Have you, sii ? 

“No,” answered Allan. “I wish I could get a climpse 
o’ her. It’s to very thing I want. She would never sec to 
face o’ te king, if she ance crossed my path tamn lici ! 

“What would ye do with her?” inquired the chamber- 
lain, eagerly. “ I wish we could get her out of the way. 
You know what I mean; a sum of money is of no import- 
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ance iu comparison of security — real, absolute, undoubted 
security — from this plague. You understand me V’ And 
ho touched his sword, to make himself better understood. 

“Understand ye! — ugh, ugh, your honour,” cried the 
Gael, “there was nae occasion for touchin te sword; your 
words are sharp ancugh for gettin to my intellects. You 
mean” (whispering in the chamberlain’s ear) “that for a 
praw consideration and remuneration, I might kill te auld 
hag. Eh! isn’t that it, your honour?” 

“ Supposing, but not admitting, that that was my mean- 
ing,” said the chamberlain, cautiously, “ what would you 
say to tlie proposition?” 

“ Say to’t, your honour !” said Allan. “ Ugh ! ugh ! Let 
your honour say te word and pay te remuneration, and te 
auld harridan is dead twa hoors after I get a climpse o’ her. 
Of course” (looking knowingly into the chamberlain’s face), 
“ your honour would protect me till I got to te hills. Te 
work itscl is nacthing — an auld wife’s easy kilt — it’s no pe 
tat to remuneration should be measured — it’s pe te risk o’ 
liangin. Was it ten incrks your honour said?” 

“ I did not mention any sum,” said the chamberlain; “but 
you may liave twenty, if you relieve us of this fear in the 
manner you have yourself mentioned.” 

“ Ten in hand, I fancy,” said the Gael— “word for word, 
your lionour. If I trust you ten merks, you may trust me 
te ti’ifle o’ killiii an auld wife— a mere pagatelle. I hae kilt 
twenty shust to please te Wolf o’ Padenoch’s son, Duncan.” 

“ But do you know the woman ? ” said the chamberlain. 

“ I think I do,” answered Allan. “ There pe nae fear o’ 

a mistake; pnt, if I fihould kill ae auld wife for anither, 

whar’s to harm ? The right ane can easily be kilt after- 
wards.” 

The importance of being entirely relieved from the dan- 
ger that thus impended over the heads of the conspirators 
was very apparent to Sir Eobert Stuart. He knew well 
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“She’s dead!” said Allan, looking into the face of Stu- 
art, with an expression of countenance in which triumph 

and cunning were strangely blended. 

“You are a most expeditious worlonan,” replied the 
chamberlain; “ but where is the evidence of our being freed 
from this plague?” 

“ Will her heart’s pluid satisfy ye?” reiDlicd Allan, hold- 
ing up the sword covered with the sheep’s blood. “ Waur 
evidence has hanged a shentleman before noo. Ye’ll pe ken 
there’s twa kinds o’ pluid in te human body — a red and a 
plack : te ane comes frae flesh wounds o’ te skean dim, 
when it’s bashfu, and winna gang far ben; and te other 
follows te plow o’ te determined dirk, when it seeks te 
habitation o’ life in te heart itsel. Does yer honour ken 


to difference? What say ye to that?” showing him the 
SAvord. “ I’m sure ye never saw j)onnier plack pluid i’ tc 
heart o’ a courtier o’ King Shames.” 

“You are getting ironical in your probation,” said the 
chamberlain. “ I’m no judge of the difference of veinous 
and arterial blood; but, if I Avere, hoAV am I to be satisfied 
that this is the life stream of the old Avoman?” 


“Nae other auld plack teevel could hae kept it sae lang 
in her gizzard,” replied the Gael. “ Put there pe mair evi- 
dence. An honest man’s like goAvd — he rejoices in te fiery 
furnace. Til shoAv ye te pody o’ te treacherous hag her- 
sel, Avdia Avould hae sent us a’ to te head o’ her clan, Satan, 
if I hadna peen beforehand wi’ her. She lies on te Calton 
yonder, as quietly as if she AA^ere in the Grey friars; and if 
your honour Avill accompany me, ye may satisfy yersel o' 
tc absolute truth and verity o’ my statement.” 

“ The dead body cannot be long there,” ansAvered Sir 
Robert, “Avithout being discovered; and by approaching 
the spot we may subject ourselves to suspicion, especially 
if you were previously seen hounding about the place.” 

“Ugh! ugh! Is that a’ your honour kens o’ a Gael’s 
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prudence ? ” replied Allan. “ Think ye I wanted to let your 
Edinbnrghers see how neatly we Gaels can strike pelow te 
fifth rib ? Na ! I was working for te ten merks, and te sal- 
vation o' mysel, your honour, and Sir Eobert Graham; and 
if te auld witch hersel wasna inclined to s^Dake o’ te 
aifiiir, it didna pecome me to say a single word. She took 
it as quietly and decently as I’ll receive te ten merks (and 
whatever inair my expedition merits) frae te hands o’ yer 
honour. Put te night’s fa’in, and there’s nae danger in 
lookin at te pody o’ a dead wife. Come, your honour, 
and trust to me for your guide.” 

The chamberlain, pleased with the issue of his negotiation, 
was notwithstanding fully aware of the danger to which he 
was exposed by his connection with the murderer. He 
hesitated about examining the evidence of the murder; but 
how otherwise could he have any faith in the statement of 
the Highlander? And his peace of mind, as well as the 
safety of his colleagues, would repay the slight risk he ran 
in taking a cursory view of the body of the murdered wo- 
man. He resolved, therefore, on accompanying Allan to 
the spot; and having requested the Gael to go before, he 
secretly followed him, until he saw his guide stop, and point 
with his finger to the spot where his mother lay. Still 
under an alarm, which the increasing gloom might have in 
some measure allayed, he Avalked irresolutely forward, and 
having seen the body of the woman wrapped up in the red 
cloak lying extended on the ground, he had not the slightest 
doubt that she was dead, having been killed by the stern 
Gael. He instantly retreated; and having waited for the 
approach of Allan, paid him twenty merks (being ten in 
addition), and requested him to fly with all expedition 
to the Highlands. Allan received the money, counting it 
with a nonchalance which surprised the chamberlain, and 
Ihdding him good-night, walked away to waken his mo- 
ther, and take her to a warm bod, while the other went 
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home, delislited that this great danger had been so easily 

^'somc days afterwards, the Idug and queen set out for 
Perth-Sir Ptohert Stuart, now freed from all alarm, haviu,, 
T, receded them, for the purpose of making the necessary 
preparations at Dundee for the reception of his royal mas- 
ter and mistress, and for their journey along the north hank 
of the Tay to Perth. The royal party arrived at Leith 
about twelve o’clock of the day, for the purpose of einbark- 
in- ill a yacht, which was to carry them across the Forth. 
A large assemblage of people was present, collected from 
Edinburgh and Leith, to see the embarkation; among whom, 
the courtiers, dressed in their gay robes, were conspicuous, 
■is woll from their dresses as the air of authority they as- 
sumed, on an occasion which some of them might suspect 
ivas to be the last in which their monarch woiud ever re- 
quire tlicir attendance. The sounds of the carriages and 
horses, of a tumultuous crowd, and of those actually en- 
gaged in the embarkation-with the crushing of anxious 
spectators, and the efforts of the military to insure order, 
and make room for the progress of the party towards the 
yacht-produced the confusion generally attending such a 
scene. The queen had been escorted forward to the side of 
tlic ve.sscl, and been assisted on board; and the king w as on 
the eve of taking the step which was to remove him from 
tlie pier into the yacht, when an old woman, wrapped in a 
red cloak, rushed forward, and, holding up two spare, 
wi-iiikled arms in the face of the monarch, ciied, in a wild 


and prophetic manner— 

“James Stuart, receive this warning! It is not made 
in vain, however it may be received. If you cross the Scot- 
t ish sea, betwixt and the feast o’ Christmas, you will never 

come back again in life.” 

Having said these w'ords, she w'aved her hands, and dis- 
aiipoarod. Struck with her solemn and impressive manner, 
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and lier extraordinary apiDcarance, James started, and stood 
for a moment mute. Recollecting himself, he called out to 
a knight to follow, and question her. He obeyed; but ere 
he could make his way among the crowd, Allan Mackay had 
seized his mother (for such she was), and hurried her beyond 
the reach of the courtiers. The event struck James forcibly, 
lie concealed it from his queen; but, during the passage to 
Kirkcaldy, he was remarked to be silent and abstracted— a 
mood which remained on him during a great part of his 
journey. At Dundee, he repaired to the palace, in St Mar- 
garet’s Close, where he still meditated secretly on the strange 
warning, and compared it with the denunciation and threat 
contained in the letter he had some time before received from 
Sii Robert Graham. After retiring to his chamber, he sent 
for Sir Robeit Stuart, to commune witli him on matters 
of importance. The message alarmed the guilty chamber- 
lain, who conceived that the conspiracy of the north had 
been discovered, in spite of his murderous effort to conceal 
it, by the death of the Highland woman. He repaired to 

the presence-chamber, trembling, and full of fearful antici- 
pations. 

^ “Sir Robert,” said the king, as the chamberlain approached 

him, “ I am filled with gloomy apprehensions of a violent 

death, that will prevent me from re-crossdug the Forth. 

Have you heard anything of late of my bitter foe, Graham, 

Avho has denounced me ? Are you certain he is not hatching 

against me some bloody conspiracy in these fastnesses of the 
north ?” 

The question went to the heart of the conspirator. He 
gave iqD all for lost, and guilt supplied all that was awant- 
ing in the king s speech to fix upon him the reproach of 
plotting against the life of his sovereign. Happil}’^, James 
did not observe his agitation, having relapsed, after his 
question, into the gloomy despondency in which he had for 
several eia^s been immerged All the resolution of the 
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guilty man was required to enable him to utter a solitaiy 
question. 

“What reason has your majesty,” he said, “for enter- 
taining these fears, apparently so unfounded'?” 

“ I have been warned,” replied the king, in a deep voice, 
“surely by a messenger from Heaven. As I stood on the pier 
of Leith, ready to step into the yacht, a strange woman, 
muffled up in a red cloak, approached me, and holding out 
lier hands, warned me against crossing the Forth, and said 
that if I did, I would never come back alive. Her manner 
,was supernatural, her voice hollow and grave-like. She 
disappeared, and, notwithstanding the efforts of my mes- 
sengers to seize her, could nowhere be found. I cannot 
shake this vision from my mind. Every one knows that I 
despise superstitious fears; but that very circumstance 
makes my gloom and despondency the more remarkable.” 

This speech struck another chord in the mind of the 
guilty courtier. Ho doubt had remained in his mind that 
the old woman in the red cloak, mentioned by Sir Kobert 
Graham, had been by his orders killed; he had seen her 
blood on the fatal sword, and he had seen her body lying 
lifeless on the ground. Who, then, was this second old 
woman in the red cloak, that had made such a fearful 
impression upon the king*? Had Heaven not taken up 
arms against him, and re-incorporated the departed spirit of 
the murdered woman, for the purpose of her humane object 
being still attained ? Had not the king himself, the most 
dauntless of men, said the figure was supernatural 'I And, 
above all, was it not certain that there was a just occasion 
for the interposition of Providence, when one of the rulers 
of the earth, who have often been protected by Heaven, 
was about to fall a victim to a cruel purpose, in which he 
himself was engaged 1 These thoughts passed through his 
mind with the rapidity of light, and struck his heart with a 
remorse and fear which made him quake. James looked 
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at liim with surprise; hut attributed his agitation to the 
strange tidings he had communicated regarding the supposed 
supernatural visitation. Kelieved, however, from the fear 
of personal danger produced by the king’s first announce- 
ment, the guilty chamberlain endeavoured to shake off his 
superstitious feelings, and, summoning all his powers, con- 
trived to put together a few sentences of vulgar scepticism, 
recommending to the king not to allow the ravings of a 
maniac (as the old woman undoubtedly was) to disturb his 
tranquillity, or interfere with his sound and idiilosophical 
notions of the government of the universe. 

The king proceeded to Perth, and subsequently over- 
came the feeling of apprehension and despondency produced 
by the supposed apparition; and the chamberlain got again 
so completely entoiled in the details of his conspiracy, that 
the affair passed from his mind also. By the time the festi- 
vities of Christmas came to be celebrated, the apprehensions 
of evil had died away, just in proportion as the real danger 
became every day more to be dreaded. The power of the 
chambciiain was now exercised vigorously, and with ill- 
merited success. He contrived to gain over to his wide 
many of the ro^^al guards; while Sir Robert G-raham was not 
less successful in his organisation of the external forces, 
composed of wild and daring catcrans, ready, on being 
let into the palace, to spread death and desolation wherever 
they came. Meanwhile, the Duke of Athol dreamed his 
day-dream of royalty, and indulged in all the intoxicating 
visions of state and power, which he thought were on the 
point of being realised. Yet the conspiracy was confined 
to a very few influential individuals — the duke himself, 
Graham, Stuart, Hall, and Chambers being almost the 
only persons of any distinction or authority who had been 


asked to join the bold enterprise; 


and these, it is kip- 


posed, would not have ventured on the scheme, had they 


not been blindfolded by personal cravings of insatiabk', ro- 
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venge, which prevented all prudential calculations of con- 
eequences. 

As the revels approached, the chamberlain took care to 
prevail upon the king to send an invitation to those of the 
conspirators who were considered to be so much in favour 
at court as to be entitled to that mark of the royal favour; 
wliilc especial care was also taken to get the invitatious to 
tlio real friends of the king so distributed, that there 
should, on the niglit intended for the murder, be collected 
in the monastery as few as possible of the latter, and as 
many of the former as the king could be prevailed upon to 
invite. There would thus be insidious enemies within, at 
tlic head of whom would be the Duke of Athol; and fierce 
foes without, led liy the furious and bloodthirsty Graham, 
to the latter of whom, by the bribing of the guards, a free 
passage would be opened to the sleeping apartment of the 
king, where the bloody scene was intended to be enacted in 
presence of the queen. 

It was on the night of the 20th of February that the 
conspirators had resolved to execute their work of death. 
All things were carefully prepared: wooden boards were 
placed across tlie moat which surrounded the monastery, 
to enable the conspirators to pass unknown to the warders, 
who were placed only at the entrances; and the extraordinary 
precaution was taken by the chamberlain, to destroy the 
locks of the royal bedchamber, and of those of the outer 
room with which it communicated, whereby it would be im- 
possible for those within to secure the doors, and to prevent 
the entrance of the party. IMeanwhile, in the inside of the 
monastery, a gay party was collected, consisting of young 
and gallant nobles and knights, and crowds of fair damsels, 
dressed in the glowing colours so much beloved by tho 
belles of that age. In the midst of this happy group were 
tlie traitors Sir Robert Stuart and Iris aged grandfather, 
Atliol who looked and smiled udou the scene, while they 
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knew that, in a few minutes, that presence-chamber would 
ill all likelihood be llowing with the blood of the king who 
sat beside them, and become, through their means, a scene 

of massacre and carnage. 

Of all the individuals in tlic royal presence-chamber on 
that night, no one was more joyous than the merry monarch 
liimsclf. A poet of exejuisite humour, as well exemplified 
in his performance of “ Peebles to the Pla}’", he was the 
life and spirit of tlie amusements of the evening, which 
consisted chiefly of the recitation of poetical stories, the 
reading of romances, the playing on the liaip to the plain- 
tive times of the old Scottish ballads (the touching voids 
being the suitable accompaniment), the game of tables, and 
all the other diversions of the age. In all this, the king 
joined with (it is said) greater pleasure and alacrity than 
he had exhibited for many years. In the midst of his jests 
and merry sa3dngs, he even laughed and made light of a 
prophecy which had foretold his death in that }eai an 
allusion perfectly understood by those who knew of the ap- 
parition of the old woman in the red cloak, whose warning, 
tliough not forgotten, was now treated with his accustomed 
lei-ity. In playing at chess with a young knight, over 
whose shoulder the grey-bearded Athol looked smilingly 
into the face of the king, his jesting and merriment were 
kept up and exercised in a manner that suggested the most 
extraordinary coincidences. He had been accustomed to 

call the young knight “the king of love;” and, in allusion 
to the warning, advised him to look well to his safety , as 
they were the only two kings in the land. The old duke 
started as he heard this statement come from the mouth of 
one on the very eve of being consigned to the dagger; and 
for a moment thought that the conspiracy had been dis- 
covered; but a second look at the joyous merry-maker lett 
no doubt on his mind that his jesting was the mere overflow 

of an exuberance of snirits. 
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At this moment a hundred wild and kilted caterans, 

armed witli swords and knives, and thirsting for hlood, were 

Inrking in the dark angles of the court of the monastery, 

directing their eyes to the blazing windows of the presence- 

chamber, and listening to the sounds of the revels. The 

conspirators within knew, by a concerted signal, that 

(Jraham and his party were in this situation, and looked 

anxiously for tlie breaking up of the entertainment; but the 

Jdng was inclined to prolong the amusements, and the hour 

was getting near midnight. While the king was engaged 

in play vdtli tlie young kniglit, Christopher Chambers, one 

'of the conspirators, was seized with a fit of remorse, and 

rcjicatedly approached the royal presence, with a view to 

inform James of his danger; but the crowd of knights and 

ladies wlio fdlcd the presence-chamber prevented him from 

executing his purpose. The amusements continued; it was 

now long past midnight, and Stuart and Athol heard at 

length the long-wished-for declaration of the king, that the 
revels should be concluded. 


Just as James had uttered this wish, the usher of the 
prcscncc-ch amber approached Stuart, and whispered in his 
ear that an old woman, wrapped up in a red cloak, was at 
the door, and requested permission to see and speak with 
the king. The guilty chamberlain, who was on the point of 
giving the fatal signal, heard the statement with horror, and 
recoiled back from the usher; but the die was cast, and even 
the powers of Imaven were disregarded amidst the turmoil 


of wild thoughts that w^ere then careering through his ex- 

“ Bid her begone— thrust her from the door 


cited mind. 


lie whispered in the car of the usher, and applied himself 
again to the dreadful work in which he was engaged. 

Soon after this, the king called for the parting cup and 
the company dispersed- Athol and Stuart being the last 
to leave the apartment. With the view of going to bed 
James and his queen now retired to the sleeping diamber! 
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Avliere tlie merry monarch, still under the influence of high 
spirits, stood before the fire in his night-gown, talking gaily 


with those around him. At that moment, a clang of arms 
was heard, and a blaze of torches was seen in the court of 
the monastery. The quick mind of the king saw his danger 
in an instant; a suspicion of treason, and a dread of his 
bloodthirsty enemy, Graham, were his first thoughts. Alarm 
was now the prevailing power; and the ladies of the bed- 
chamber, rushing into the sleeping room, cried that treason 
was abroad. The queen and her attendants flew to secure 


the doors; the locks were useless; and the certainty of hav- 
ing been betrayed by his chamberlain now occupied the 
mind of the king. Yet, though he saw his destruction re- 
solved on, he did not lose presence of mind. He called to 
his queen and ladies to obstruct all entrance as long as they 
could, and rushed to the windows. They were firmly se- 
cured by iron bars, and all escape in that way was impos- 
sible. The clang of arms increased; and the sounds of the ap- 
proach of armed men along the passages came every instant 
nearer and nearer. The ladies screamed, and held the doors; 
the king was in despair; and, seizing a pair of tongs fiom 
the fireplace, with unexampled force wrenched up the boards 
of the floor, and descended into a vault below, while the 

l£Kfics replaced the covering. 

A slight hope was now entertained that he might escape, 
The vault communicated with the outer court; but, unfor- 
tunately, the passage had been, shortly beiore, by tlie king s 
own orders, built up, to prevent the tennis-balls of the 
players in the tennis-court, to which the passage led, from 
rolling into the vault (as they had often done), and being 
lost. °There was, therefore, no escape. Meanwhile, Graham 
and his caterans rushed towards the bedchamber, and 
having slain Walter Straiten, a page they met in the 
passage, began to force open the door, amidst the shiieks 
of the women, who still, though weakly, attemnted to bar- 
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ricade it. An extraordinary circumstance here occurred: 

Catherine Douglas, with the heroic resolution of her fanill}’-, 

thrust her arm into the staple from which the bolt had been 

taken by the traitors, and in an instant it was snapped asunder. 

The conspirators, yelling like fiends, and with bloody daggers 

and knives in their hands, now rushed into the room, and 

cowardly stabbed some of the defenceless ladies, as they 

fled screaming round the apartment, or trying vainly to hide 

tliemsclvcs in its corners and beneath the bed. The queen 

herself never moved: horror had thrown its cataleptic power 

over her frame; she stood rooted to the floor, a strikin'!- 

spectacle— her hair hanging over her shoulders, and nothing 

on her but her kirtle and mantle. In this situation, she 

was stabbed by one of the conspirators, and was only saved 

from the knives of otlicrs and death itself, by a son of Gra- 

Iiain, wlio, impatient for the life of the king, commanded the 

men to leave such work for that wliich was more imiDortant. 

I he king was not to be found; and a suspicion gained 

ground that he had escaped from the sleeping room by the 

door. A search was therefore made throughout tlie wliolo 

monastery, in all the outer rooms along the corridor, and in 

the court; and had it not been that Stuart assured them 

tliat it was impossible the king could have escaped beyond 

the walls, the search would have been relinquished in de- 
spair. 

Meanwhile, the citizens and the nobles who were quar- 
tered in the town heard the tumult, and were hastening to 
tlm spot. The king might yet be saved; for his place of 
escape had not been discovered, and rescue was at hand. 
Alas! his own impatience brought on his head the ruin 
that seemed to be averted. Hearing all quiet, he fancied 
that the traitors had relinquisiied the search, and called up 
from the vault to the ladies, to brii^g the sheets fj-om the 
bed and draw him up again into the apartment. In attempt- 
ing this, one of the ladies, Elizabetli Douglas, fell down 
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into the vault. The noise recalled the murderers. Thomas 

C larabers, who knew all the holes and recesses of the mo- 
nasteiy suddenly remembered the small vault, and con- 
cluctcd that James must be concealed there. He therefore 
returned; the torn floor caught his eye; the planks were 
again lifted, and a blazing torch was soon held down into 
the dark hole. The king and the unfortunate lady, who 
lay apparently breathless beside him, were seen; and, glon^- 
mg m his discovery, the relentless ruffian shouted aloud 
^ mciiiment, and called his companions back; 

lor as he said, “ the bride was found for whom they had 
sought and carolled all night.” A dreadful scene was now 
enacted in the vault, in the hearing of the queen, who, with 
lier attendants, was still in the apartment. Sir John Hall 
first leaped down; but James, strong in his agony, throttled 
him, and flung him beneath his feet. Hall’s brother next 
descended, and met the same fate; and now came the arch- 
enemy , Sir Robert Graham. Like a roaring tiger, he threw 
himself into the hole, and James, bleeding sore from the 
wounds of the Halls’ loiives, was overcome, and fell, with 
the stern murderer over him. The wretched monarch im- 
plored mercy, and begged his life, should it be at the price 
of half his kingdom. 

Thou cruel t3n'ant ! ” said Graham, never hadst thou 

compassion on thine own noble kindred; therefore expect 
none from me.” 


At least, cried James, “let me have a confessor, for the 
good of my soul.” 

“R'one,” replied Graham, “but this sword!” Upon 
which he stabbed him in a vital part; but the king conti- 
nued to implore so piteously for mercy, that even Graham’s 

neives A^eie shaken, and he felt inclined to fly from the 
dreadful scene. 

His companions above noticed this change; and, as he 
vvns scrambling up, leaving the king still breathing, they 
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threatened him with death, if he did not complete the work. 
He at last obeyed, and struck the king many times, till he 
died. 

The story of the Highland woman who appeared to King 

James, which to historians has so long been a subject of 

0 

mystery, is thus, by our chronicle, cleared up. We may 
afterwards do the same good office to other curious and 
doubtful parts of Scottish history; but, in the meantime, 
as it may be satisfactory to know the fate of those bold 
conspirators who executed so desperate a puipose as that 
we have narrated, we may mention that the queen never 
rested till she had brought them all to justice. Kever was 
retribution so certain, so ample, so merited, and so satis- 
factory to a whole nation; for James’s alleged harshness 
was confined to the nobles, and never extended to the 
people, who loved the royal poet, and revered their king. 
Sir Robert Stuart and Thomas Chambers were first taken; 
and, upon a confession of their guilt, v/ere beheaded on a 
high scaffold raised in the market-place, and their heads 
fixed on the gates of Perth. Athol next suffered; and, as 
he had sighed for a crown, his head, when it was severed 
from his bod}^, was encompassed by an iron one. Graham 
was next seized; and, after the manner of the times, was 
tortured before his execution in a manner which we can- 
iiot describe. Hall and all the others suffered a similar 
late; and it was alleged that not a single individual who 
had a hand in the terrible tragedy was allowed to escape— 

thus justifying the ways of God, where vengeance, though 

sometimes concealed, sooner or later overtakes those who 
contravene His laws. 
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THE OURATE OF GOVAH. 

Do any of our cast or south country readers know any. 
tiling of the little village of Govan, within about two miles 
or so of Glasgow ? If they do, they will acknowledge, we 
daresay, that it is one of the most prettily-situated little 
hamlets that may be seen. "We mean, however, solely that 
portion of it which stands on the banks of the Clyde. On 
a summer evening, when the tide is at its height, filling 
up the channel of the river from side to side in a bumpe^ 
and is gliding stilly and gently along between its margins 
of gi’cen, there cannot, we think, be anything prettier than 
the scene of which the little picturesque village of Govan 
forms the centre or principal object. The antique row of 
houses stretching down to the water, widened, at this parti- 
cular spot, into a little lake, by the confluence of the Kelvin j 
the rude but picturesque salmon fisher’s hut in the fore- 
gTound; the river winding far to the west, and skirting 
the base of the beautiful hills of Kilpatrick, that form the 
boundary of the scene in that direction — all combine to 

form, as we have already said, a scene of more than ordi- 
nary beauty. 

Such, as nearly as we can describe it, is the local situa- 
tion and appearance of Govan at the present day; for 
often, often have we been there in our younger years, and 
never shall we forget the happy hours we have spent in it. 
Pleasant, indeed, was the walk of a summer’s evening on 
the banks of the Clyde — pleasant was the feast of kippered 
salmon, for which the village was eclebrated; but pleasanter 
than all were the looks — the kindly, 2')awky looks — the 
civility and the homely but shrewd wit of David Dreghom, 
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tlic lioncst, worthy, and kindlieartcd landlord of the 1 , 

We are not sure if his house had a name; but it was not 
necessary; for well and widely was David known, and by 
none was he known by whom he was not esteemed and 
respected. 

But there were other landlords in Govan before David’s 
day — not more worthy or better men, but of older date — 
yes, as far back as the time of James V. At that period, 
tljc principal, indeed the only, hostelry in Govan was kept 
by one Ninian, or, as he was more commonly called, Eiugar?. 
Scoulcr. The house — a small, plain-looking building-, 
with marvellously few windows, and these few marvel- 
lously small in size and wide apart— was situated at the 
extreme end of the village, which terminates at or near the 
margin of the river. All trace of it has long since dis- 
appeared; but we have pointed out its precise locality. It 
commanded, as those who know the spot will at once 
believe, a delightful view, or rather series of views. The 
front windows looked up the Clyde, the back windows 
down; and those in the gable commanded the Kelvin and 
the woodland scenery (more so then than now) around and 
beyond. The sign of his calling, which hung above the 
door of Bingan Scouler’s little hostelry, was then, as it 
still is, that of several of his brethren in trade in the vil- 
lage— the figure of a salmon, painted in its natural colours 
on a black ground. Kingan’s emblematic fish, however, 
was not a very shapely animal; but there was enough of 
likeness remaining to place beyond all manner of doubt 
tliat it was meant to represent the “ monarch of the flood.” 
Mine host himself was a c[uiet-manncrcd, good-humoured, 
and good-natured person, with just such an eye to the one 
thing needful as admitted of his cherishing this tempera- 
ment, and of keeping a comfortable house over his head. 
Perhai3s his propensity of the kind just alluded to went 
even a little further in its objects than this. We will not 
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Eay that, with all his quiet %7it, aud good-humour, unS 

Icindncss, and apparent carelessness about tho main .chance 

he was not a pretty vigilant marker of it. But what then! 

It was ail in a fair and honest way; and he gave his urbanity ' 
ot maimer as an equivalent. 

Rmgan, at the period of our story, was about fifty years 
of age, of a fresh, healthy complexion, and shrewd cast of 
countenance; the latter being lighted up by a couple of 
little, cunning, grey eyes, deep set beneath a pair of shaggy 
eyebrows, which, again, were surmounted by a head of hah 
prematurely grey— a constitutional characteristic; for nei- 
ther his years nor his cares warranted this usual indication 
of the pressure of one or other, or both of these causes. 
Riugan was, moreover, well to pass in the world; for, being 
a man of at least ordinary prudence, and having an excel- 
lent business, his circumstances throve apace. His business, 
we have said, was excellent. It could not be otherwise; 
foi it was not in the nature of man to pass Ringan’s door 
without entering it. His good things, in the shape of liquor 
and provender; his quaint, sly jokes, spoken almost under 
bieath, which, in his case, added to their effect; his cunning, 
smiiking, facetious look and manner — were all and each of 
them wholly irresistible; and all the king’s heges who 
passed -within a mile of his door, and who had a penny in 
their pockets, felt them to be so. 

Such was Ringan Scouler, the landlord of the Grilse and 
Gridiron— for w^e forgot to say, in its proper place, that the 
culinary implement just named appropriately figured at one 
end of the board. The list of Ringan’s regular customers, 
which was a very extensive one, included the curate and 
schoolmaster of Govan, both drouthy cronies and sworn 
friends, although there v/as not a night in the world that 
they did not quarrel ; but this was more the effect of Rin- 
gan s ale than of any inherent pugnacity of disposition in the 
belligerents tliemselves. This quarrel, howmver, was so 
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u^ual and so regular, that Ringan could tell to a measure 
of liquor when it would commence. 

In summer, these "worthies generally occu])ied a little 
room that overlooked the river; but in winter, or when the 
weather began to get chill, they took possession of a corner 
of the kitchen, the most cheerful apartment in the house at 
tliat season, as it was always kept in most admirable order. 
The walls were white as snow, the floor strewed with bright 
wliite sand; immense rows of shining pewter plates and 
jugs of the fame metal glittered on the rack; and a rousing 
Arc crackled in the old-fashioned chimney. Nothing, iu 
.slioi’t, could be more tempting to the wayfarer, on a dark, 
cold, and drizzly night, than a casual peep through the blaz- 
i])g windows into Ringan’s cheerful kitchen; and nothing 
coidd in reality be more comfortable than that kitchen, 
V'Jicn you were once into it. In a corner of this snug 
apartment was to be found regularly, every evening, say, 
fi om October to Majg between the hours of seven and ten, 
Idr Walter Gibson, curate of Go van, and Mr John Craig, 
schoolmaster there. Before them, and near to the fire- 


place, stood a small fir table, and on this table invariably 
stood a large pewter measure of ale, and three horn tum- 
blers with silver rims — one for each of the persons just 
named, and a spare one for the use of the landlord, who 
joined their jiotatious as often as the demands on his atten- 


tion to the duties of the 


house permitted. 


Out of all the evenings, however, which the curate and 
schoolmaster spent in Ringan Scouler’s, we can afibrd to 
select one only; but this shall be one on which something 
occurred to diversify the monotony of their meetings, otliei^ 
wise distinguished only by the usual quarrel, the usual 
humdrum conversation (which, though sufficiently inter- 
esting to themselves, would, if recorded, afford very little 
entertainment to the reader), and the usual consumption of 
somewhere about a gallon of mine host’s double ale. The 
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jjiu ncumr evening to wliich we have alluded ehall 
the latter end of tlie month of October, and the year^ 
where about anno 152D. It was a raw, wot, and cold 
— circumstances which greatly enhanced the comforts df 
Iliiigan’s kitchen, as both the curate and schoolmaster very 
sensibly felt. Having each tiumed off a couple of horns of 
tlicir good host’s home-brewed, the conversation between the 


.> 


two worthies began to assume a lively, desultory character. 

“ I was up ill the touii the day, curate,” said the school- 
master — a thin, hard-visaged personage, with a good deal 
of the fliiling said to be inherent in his craft— conceit. “I 
was up in the toim,” he said — meaning Glasgow. 

“Were yc?” quoth the curate— in personal appearance 

and manner the very antipodes of his friend; being a stout, 

homcly-looking man, of blunt speech and great good-nature; 

his age, about forty-five. “ And what saw ye strange there, 
Mr Craig?” 


“ Haething very particular, but the braw new gatehouse 

0 the archbishoii. My cert}', yon’s a notable piece o’ wark! 

His arms are engraven on the front o’t — three cushions 
within the double tressure. Man, curate, can ye no con- 
trive to warsle iqi the brae a bit? I’m sure waur than 
you’s been made a bishop.” 

“Im no sae ambitious, Johnnj^” rejilied the curate. “If 

1 were rector o’ GoA'an, I AA^ad be content. But St Mungo 
himsel wadna get eA'cn that length noo-a-days without a 
pouchfu o’ interest — and I hac nane.” 

“ The mam’s the pity,” said the schoolmaster, filling up 
his horn tumbler; “but there’s nae sayin what may hap- 
pen yet.” 

“ Indeed, is there no, Mr Craig,” interposed Eingan, who 
made at this j^articular moment one of the part}''. “Ye 
may get promotion, curate, whan ye least expeck it, and 
may find a frecud Avhar ye didna look for him. There’s mony 
chances, baith o’ guid and ill, befa’ folk in this warld.” 
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While the curate’s friends were endeavouring, by these 
vague and sufficiently commonplace but well-meant re- 
marks, to inspire him with hopes of better days, it was 
announced to the party that the ferry-boat was bringing 
over a passenger. By the way, with regard to this i^arti- 
cular, wo forgot to say before that there was a ferry across 
the Clyde, just below Ringan’s house; and, as the passen- 
gers were not then, as they are now, very numerous, there 
was always a degree of interest and speculation excited by 
their appearance. 

“ Wlia can he be?” said Ringan. “Some o’ oor ain folk, 
I fanc3’'. It’ll be Jamie Dinwoodie frae Glasgow fair. I’ll 
wad a groat. He’s come roun by Partick, instead o’ comin 
doun by the water-side.” 

“ The deil o’ him it’s, at ony rate, Ringan,” said the 
schoolmaster. “ Jamie’s been hame twa boors since, and as 
foil’s a fiddler.” 

All fuidher speculation on the subject of the passenger 



self; and it was with some disappointment the speculators 
found that, to judge by his appearance, he was not worth 
speculating about; for he was very meanly dressed — na}', 
worse than meanly— his attire was beggarly; so much so, 
indeed, that there was a general belief that he was a men- 
dicant by profession, although, perhaps, of a somewhat 
better order than common. His apparel consisted of a 
threadbare and patched short coat or surtoiit, of coarse 
grey cloth, secured round his middle by a black belt. On 
his legs he wore a pair of thick blue rig-and-fur hose or 
stockings, as a certain description of these ivearallcs are 
called in Scotland. They are now nearly extinct, but may 
still be seen occasionally. Those on the legs of the stranger 
were darned in fifty places, and with worsted of various 
colours. His shoes w^ere in no better condition than his 
stockings, being patched in nearly as many places. On 
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entrance, the stranger nprr-n- ^ exchequer. On his 

tlio guests assembled L th™kitol ° 

S’HH? 

^TcanT- f iS ta a publioTo“»'^ 

-fs; r.c;is:t ,sr. 

moeWr’‘“i*^viIb ‘-“PM the straager, 

I Ld tL'^u^f ::ire°',T,r “■ 

ro^mmendations to chdlUy ouywhcm " " ““ 

sE ss:? « - = 

the pX7;r.:E.s 

>.ae ouly come^XohXt JI ^ 

Naefar’er!” said the curate. 

No an iuch,” replied the other. 

Pak It oot, man, tak it oot,” said the former as the 

it “ M X‘ merely’ tastine 

come tm. ™ 1’™ 3 e're rreb 

anXiXtlXX 1 

e cup. In the business of this scene, the 
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sclioolmaster took no part, but maintained a haughty dis- 
tance; his pride evidently hurt by the intrusion into his 
society of a person of such questionable condition— a feel- 
ing which he indicated by observing a dignified silence. 
This difference of disposition between the two gentlemen 
did not escape the stranger, who might have been detected 
from time to time throwing expressive glances of inquiry, 
not unmingled with contempt, at the offended dominie. 
The displeasure of his friend, however, did not deter the 
kindhearted curate from prosecuting his conversation with 
tlie stranger, who eventually proved to be so intelligent and 
entertaining a person, that he gradually forced himself into 
the position of an understood, though not formally acknow- 
ledged, member of the party. Being full of anecdote and 
quaint humour, such as even the schoolmaster could not 
altogether resist, although ho made several ineffectual at- 
tempts to do so, the laugh and the liquor both soon began 
to circulate with great cordiality; and in due time songs 
were added to the evenhig’s enjoyment. In this species of 
entertainment the good-humoured curate set the example, 
at the earnest request of Kingau, who asked him, and not 
in vain, to “ skirl up,” as he called it, the following ditty, 

which he had often heard the worthy churchman sing be- 
fore: — 

“ la scarlet Lose tLe bishop he goes. 

In the best o’ braid claith goes the vicar; 

but the curate, puir soul, has only the bowl 
To comfort him wi’ its drap liquor, drap liquor, 

To comfort him wi’ its drap liquor. 

Right substantial, in troth, is the fat prebend’s broth, 

And the bishop’s a hantle yet thicker; 

But muslin kail to the curate they deal, 

Sae diuna begrudge his drap liquor, drap liquor, 

Sae dinna be,gTudge his drap liquor. 

Gie the sodger renown, the doctor a gown, 

And the lover the long looked-forletter: 
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But for me the main cliancc is a wecl-plenisb’d manse 

k ^ k ^ 


And the sooner I get it the better, the better. 


And the sooner I get it the better. 


9f 


'‘Faith, and I say so too with all my heart, sir,” said the 


etrangcr, laughing loudly, and ruffing applause of the good 


curate’s humorous song on the table. 


iC T1 


I’m sure I’ve known 


many a one planted in a comfortable living, who, I would 

t 9 


take it upon me to say, were less deserving of it than you 


are. 


a rn 


liiat may be, honest man,” replied the curate; “but 


as I said to my freend here a little ago, when he made the 


same remark, I hae nae interest; and withoot that, ye ken 


its as impossible to get on, as for a milestane to row its 


lane up a liilL” 


Indeed, sir, that is but too true, I fear ” said the 

AM— * 


stranger; “ yet the king, they say, is very well disposed to 


1 award merit when he finds it, and has often done so with 


out the interference of influence. 


9 ) 


Ou, I daur sa^",” reiflicd the curate; “he’s gude aneugh 


tliat Avay na, very giiid, I believe; but I hae nae access to 


the king, and it 11 be lang aneugh before my merits, if I hae 


en} which I mysel veiy much doot — ’ll find their way to 


him. He has owre inony greedy gleds to feed, for the like 


o’ me to hae ony chance o’ promotion. Ho, no, freend 


Curate o’ Govan I was boru to be. 


Au’ curate o’ Govuu I’m destined to dee.” 




‘Ha, ha!” exclaimed the stranger, laughing; “a bit of 


a poet, curate.’ 




a 


In an unco sma’ way, freend,” replied the worthy church- 


man. 


pra}^ how long have 3*011 been curate of this parish F 


“Excuse m3" freedom, sir,” rejoined the stranger; “but 


“Hinc 3’ears, come Martinmas next.” 


And no prospect of advancement yet?” 


ust as muckle as 3'e ma3’ see through a whunstauo; 
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iind ye ken it taks gey sharp 


een to see ony thing through 


that.” 

“^Nae doot,” replied the stranger; “ hut the king, though 
ho cannot see through a whunstane farther than ither folk, 
has pretty sharp eyes, and ears, too, sir, and baith hears 
and sees things that every one is not aware of. You may, 
therefore— who knows?— be nearer promotion than you 
think. Isn’t the rectorship of Govan vacant just now?” 

“ Deed is’t, freend,” said the curate; “ and if I had it, I 
wadna ca’ the king my cousin, though he were my uncle’s 
son. But it’ll no be lang vacant, I warrant; some o’ thae 
hungry hingers-on aboot the com't ’ll be clinkin doun in- 
till’t in the turnin o’ a divot. It’s owre canny a scat to be 
lang withoot a sitter.” 

“lb will not be long without an incumbent, I daresay,” 
rejoined the stranger; “ but I’m not sure that you’re right, 
curate, as to the description of person that will obtain it. 
But will your friend hero not favour us with a verse or two 1 
It is his turn now.” 

“ Ou, I daresay ho will,” replied the curate. “ Como. 
Johnny, gic’s yer auld favourite.” 

With this request, the schoolmaster, who was now con- 
siderably mollified by the liquor he had drank, readily com- 
plied, and struck up — ■ 


‘ Let kings their subjects keep in awe, 
By terror o’ the laws; 

For me, I fiu’ there’s naething like 
A guid thick pair o’ tawsc. 


‘ Let doctors think to store the mind. 
By screeds o’ rules and saws— 
Commend me to the learning that’s 
Weel whupj>’d in wi’ the taAvse. 

Let lawyers, whan they wad prevail 
In fine words plead their cause— 
The argumentum still wi’ me 
Is thae bit nino-taed tawso.’' 
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Suiting the action to the word, the dominie, 

the last line, whipped the formidable and efficaeiousl 

ment he spoke of out of his pocket. Whether, h 

had actually nine toes or not, or whether that assertion wi 

merely a poetical flourish, none of those present took the 
trouble of ascertaining. 

“ By my troth, sir,” said the stranger, when the school- 
master had concluded, it’s a pity that such a thing as. 
tawse was not in use outside the school as well as inside. 
There are many children of the larger growth in the world 
who would be greatly improved by its application.’ 

“ Come, landlord,” now said the curate, “ it’s your turn 
now;— and it’ll be yours belyve, freend,” he added, addressing 
the stranger. “ Up wi’t, Ringan— up wi’t, man.” 

“ Ye’se no want that lang,” said the jolly, good-natured 
landlord of the Grilse and Gridiron, with one of his quiet, 
cunning shrugs of the shoulders and pawky leers of the eye; 
and off he went with— 

A flow'ing jug, a reaming jug, 

a glorious sicht, my dear boys; 

It 'waukens love, it lichtens care. 

And drowns all sorts of fear, boys. 

“ ComOj gentlemen, chorus. 

Fal de ral, &c. 

Your sober mau^s an arrant fool. 

His spirits are all sunk, boys; 

Give me your honest, jovial soul, ‘ 

That night and day is drunk, hoys. 


“ Chorus, gentlemen. 


Fal de ral, kc. 


You tell me that his outward man 
Is shabby, spare, and thin, boys; 
But you forget to reckon on 

The comfort that's within, hoys. 


“ OhoiTlS. 


** Fal deral, &c. 
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** Then, wlietber I be here or there. 

Or this or t’other side, boys. 

May streams 0’ ale still round me flow. 
As broad and deep’s the Clyde, boys I 

“ Chorus, gentlemen. 

Fal do ral,” &c. 


At the moment the landlord of the Grilse and Gridiron 
had comjflctcd his temperance -society Ijuic, and ere the 
tribute of applause which was ready to be paid down on 
the nail to him for it by his auditors could be tendered 
him— the feelings of the whole party were directed into 
another channel, by the information that a boat-load of 
passengers liad just landed at the ferry. On receiving this 
intelligence, Pdngan hurriedly rose from the table, and ran to 


the door, to see what portion of the human cargo was likely 

to come his way—and right glad was he to find that he 

was about to be favoured with the company of the whole. 

They were one party, and were approaching Ringan’s 

house in a string. On entering the kitchen, they were 

found to be three men and two women. The former were 

apparently farmers— two of them elderly men, and one of 

them a joung, loutish-looking fellow, of about two-and- 

twenty. The women were mother and daughter— the latter 

a bcamiful girl, of about eighteen or twenty years of 

age. The whole of these persons were well known to the 

curate, schoolmaster, and landlord; and the consequence 

was a general cry of recognition, and a tumultuous shaking 
of hands. 

“ How are ye, curate ? ” “ How are ye, Clayslaps T “ Glad 
to see you, Mr Craig ! ” “As glad to see you, Jordanhill ! ” 

“And hoo are 9je, guidwife?” said the curate, advancing 
towards the elder of the two females, and taking her kindly 
by the hand— “ and you, Meenie, my bonny dear,” he said 
turning towards the daughter— “ hoo are ye? and hoo,” he 
added, with an intelligent smirk, “ is Davy Linn o’ Partick? 
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jjui iiuu b iiiib i ne saia, more senously, and now peering 

into her face— “ there’s a tear in yer ce, Meenie. "What’s 

wrang, lassie ? Hae ye lost yer leman? Has Davy no hecn 
sae kind’s he should hae been?” ' 

P oor Meenie made no reply to the worthy curate’s half- 
j ocular, half-serious remarks. Her heart was sad; and to 
her dismal and heart-withering was the errand on which 
she and her friends (for, of the men of the party, one was her 


father, the other her uncle, and the third her intended hus- 
band) had come to Govaii. While the curate spoke to her, 
she held down her head to hide the tears that were fast fall- 
ing from her beautiful dark hazel eyes; but she could not 
conceal the heaving of her bosom, from the sobs which she 
was endeavouring to suppress. 

“ She’s a camstairy cutty,” said her father, Adam Ritchie 
of Clayslaps, frowningly, “ and most undutifu, no to submit 
to the wishes o’ her parents v/i’ a better grace.” 


“ Surely every bairn is bound to obey with cheerfulness 
those to whom they owe their being,” said the curate; “ but 
tliere are some cases, Clayslaps, where it wad be cruelty to 

impose restraint, and unreasonable to expect ungrudged 
compliance.” 

■‘M eel, wcel, curate,” replied Adam Ritchie, impatiently, 
“ we’ll speak o’ thae things anithcr time. In the meantime, 
landlord,” he said, turning to Ringan, “ bring us in some 
brandy; for we’re baith canid and wat, and a thumblefu o’ 
the Frenchman ’ll do us nae harm.” 

This order was speedily complied with. A small pewter 
measure of the liquor desired, accompanied by a small sil- 
ver drinking-cup or qiiaigh, was placed on the table; and the 
whole partjg including the former occupants of the kitchen, 
soon began to get cheerful and somcAvhat talkative, with 
the exception of Meenie Ritchie. In all that had hitherto 
passed, he of the clouted shoes and darned hose had taken 
no part, but had kept his eye steadily fixed on Meenie^ 
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with a look of deep interest and compassion. At length, 
as if urged on by the increasing energy of those feelings, 
he rose, went up to her, and clapping her kindly on the 

shoulder — 

“I wish, my sweet lass,” he said, “ it were in my power 
to lighten that bit heartie o’ yours; for it seems to me to be 
Eoro burdened wi’ some grief or other; and I am wae to 

BCC’t.” 

“ And what business hac 3 ’C to interfere, freend 1” said her 
father, angrily. “ If the lassie’s in grief, whilk she has but 
little reason to be, she has them aboot her here wha hae a 
deeper interest in her than j^c can hae, and a hantle better 

riclit to bo her comforters.” 

“ Sma’ comfort she’s like to get amang ye, be ye what ye 
like to her,” replied the stranger, doughtily; “ and, if it’s 
onything I can richt her in, tak my word for’t, honest man, 
I’ll do it with but small regard to your displeasure.” 

“ My troth, ye’re no blatc, sirrah, to tell me sae — her ain 
faither,” said Clayslaps, reddening with anger; “ but I ad- 
vise ye, freend, neither to mak nor meddle wi’ oor affairs, 
else ye may repent it. That lassie, sir, is my dochter; and 
there’s her mother, and there’s her uncle, and there’s her 

husband to be; sae ye may sec boo very little your inter- 

# 

fcrcncc is needed here.” 

“ Wcel, weel,” replied the stranger, now retiring to his 
seat, “ if there’s only fair play going. I’m content; but I 
like to see that everywhere and on all occasions.” 

“ So, Clayslaps,” said the curate, here interfering, “ is’t 
to be a match after a’ — is’t?” 

“ Indeed is’t, curate,” replied the former. “ hleenie’s 
come roun at last, and is convinced her parents wadna ad- 
vise her against her interest, Sae we have just come here 
this nicht for the express purpose o’ gettin a cast o’ j'our 
office; and I consider it the luckiest thing in the world that 
we hae foregathered wi’ yc sae cannily, curate.” 
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Indeed, ay, curate,” here chimed in Meenie’s mother 
u’ith that ready volubility and a little of the incoherence 
of her particular class and character, “we’re just gauc 
to close the business at ance, and be dune wi’t. I’m sure 
muckle trouble and thocht it has cost us, curate. Ye ken 
Davy o’ Partick, that was rinnin after Meenie, and wha the 
fulish, thochtless thing had sic a wark wi’, hasna a plack in 
his purse— neither maut nor meal, neither hoose nor ha’; 
and were w e gaun to throw awa oor lassie, wi’ fifty merks 
o’ tocher in her pouch, forbye what she may get whan the 
guidman and me s raked i’ the mods, on a landless, penni- 
less duel like that? JSla, my certy— we kent better than 
that, curate; and we’re just gaun to gie her to the young 
laird o’ Goupinsfou there, wha can lay down plack for plack 
wi’ her, and has a bien house to tak her to, forbye.” 

Buc, here interrupted the curate, at the same time 

looking towards Meenie, “are ye quite sure, Mrs Kitehie, 

that ye hae brocht your dochter to see this matter in the 

Lame prudent licht that ye do? I maun say, I doot it. 

And besides, guidwife, what’s a’ the hurry in marryin the 
lassie — she’s but young yet.” 


I hat s a faut that s aye mendin, curate,” replied Meenie’s 
motliei, and we think the suner she’s oot o’ harm’s way 
the better. He’s but a reckless chiel that Davy, and there’s 
nae sayin what he micht do. Maybe rin awa wi’ her afore 
niornin; for he has heard an inklin o’ oor intentions. Sae 


we just cam slippin awa in the dark, to got the business 
settled witlioot his kenniu.” 


Dining all this time, poor hleenie Ritchie sat the picture 
ot misery and sufiering. She had ne'ver, since she entered, 
once raised her head, but continued wrapjied uji in the silent 
^/lctcnedness of desjiair; painfully and forcibly showing 
how little she partook in the anxiety of her parents to ac- 
complish the impending union. Meenie was evidently, in 
short, a victim to parental authority; and this all present 
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feie and saw, and none, with more compassion than the 
worthy curate who was to be the unwilling instrument o 


her doom. 


guidwife 


churchman, when the former had gone through her some- 
what unconnected, but sufficiently intelligible, story, “and 
you, Clayslaps, and the rest o’ ye that’s concerned in this 
business, I dinna like it, and I will not marry these persons 

but with the full and free consent of both. 

“ But ye may not refuse, curate,” said Meenie >s father, 

fiomewhat testily. “ She has consented already, and will 

consent again.” i v 

“In that case, certainly, I may not refuse, said tho 

curate, going up to the afflicted girl, and taking her kindly 

by the hand. “ Meenie, my dear,” he now said, addressing 

her, “ are ye here for the purpose o’ being united to Gou- 

pinsfou, o’ j’cr ain free will and accord? 

The poor girl made no reply. 

The curate repeated his question, when her father sternly 
called on her to answer. Thus urged, she uttered a scarcely 


audible affirmative. 

“ Then, since it is so, Meenie,” said the curate, dropping 
her hand, “ I may not decline to effect the union. Do you 
desire, Clayslaps, that the ceremony should be immediately 

performed ? ” 

“ As sune’s ye like, curate,” replied tire latter. 

“ And the suner the better,” added Meenic’s mother. 

“ Our worthy landlord here, then,” said the curate, 
“ will prepare an apartment for us, and we will retire thither 
and unite this young couple. In the meantime, freends,” he 
added, addressing the schoolmaster and he of the darned 

hose, “ we had better settle oor lawin.” 

The schoolmaster instantly drew from his pocket his share 

of the reckoning, while the stranger pulled out the foot of 

tm old stocking, which had been ingeniously conver ted into 

268 
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about undoing the bit of 


arm 


VAXW V/b4ACUVw 

to arrest his proceedings, saying 

‘‘The ne’er a bodle, fieend, ye’II pay. This’U be the Bchnle. 
maister s and mine.’* 

The ne er o’ that it’ll be, curate,” replied the school- 
master. “ Every ane for hirasel. Plack aboot’s fair play Let 

-very lierriu hing by its ain head. The deil a bodle I’ll nav 


for oiiybody. 

“ Then I will,” said the curate. 

man iicre; for it may be he canna sae weel spare’fc.” And 
he laid down his own and the stranger’s share of the reckon- 


m pay for this honest 


iner. 


“ JMany thanks to ye, curate,” said the latter; ‘'but there’s 

no occasion for this Idndness. I have, indeed, but little to 

spare; but that gives me no claim whatever on your gene- 
rosity.” 


say 


Say nac mair aboct it, freend,” replied the curate 
nae mair aboot it, man. Ye’ll maybe pay for mein a strait, 
some ither time. It’s but a trifle, at ony rate—no worth 
speakin aboot; sae obleege me by giein me my ain 


way 


cll, n cll, since 3 ’^ou. insist on it,” said the stranger, 

again tying up the stocking-foot, I winna press the matter. 

Many thanks to ye.” 

The important affair of the reckoning settled, a general 
movement was made amongst the party to adjourn to the 
aiiartment wliich had been imcpared for the celebration of 
tlie maiiiage ceremonj^ Taking' advantage of the momentary 
confusion created by this circumstance, the curate’s new 
fiicnd touched him on the elbow, led him aside, and whis- 
pered into his car, “ Delay the ceremony as long as yon can. 

The poor girl, you sec, is about to be sacrificed. Perhaps 1 
can imevent it.” 

The curate nodded assent, although it was but the result 
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of an impulse of liis kind nature; for lie could not conceive 
how any one— particularly suck a very humble personage as 
he who had spoken to him— should have the power to stay 
an event of the kind, and under the circumstances of that 
wh ich was about to take place. Still, as the request was in 
accordance with his own feelings, and as he did not know 
wliat this very odd person might have it in hia power to do 
in the matter, he resolved to do what he could to comply 
with it. Having made the communication to the curate just 
recorded, the stranger suddenly and hurriedly left the apart- 
ment. Whither, and the purpose for which he went, we 

shall ascertain by following him. 

On leaving the house, he hastened down to the river side, 

and having called the ferryman out of his temporary habi- 
tation, a little hut erected on the bank, “ Friend,” he said, 
“ do you know Davy Linn o’ Partick?” 

“Prawly that,” replied the ferryman. “ No a better or 
dcccntcr chicl in the country side than Davy. A warm- 
hearted, honest fellow!” 

“ Glad to hear it,” said the inquirer. “ Well, then, since 
that is the case, you will have no objection to do him a ser- 
vice, I daresay?” 

“ It would be ill my part, if Iliad,” replied the man; “for 
he has done me twa or three services that I wadna willingly 
forget.” 

“ Then across the water with you, and up to Partick as 
fast as if the old one were after you, and tell Davy to come 
here directly — to come along with you — if he would not lose 
Meenie Ritchie for ever.” 

“ Fcth, that’ll mak him rin, if onything will,” said the 
man, who knew of Davy’s attachment to Meenie 

“And stay, sir,” continued the stranger, without noticing 
the interruption; “take this ”— producing a small gold ring 
— “and go, at the same time, to the bishop’s castle, up the 
way, there, on the Kelvin, and request some one of the do- 
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mcstics to put it into the hands of Sir John Elphingstone, 
who is residing there just now with the bishop. He wS 
instantly come out to you; and, when he does, tell him that 
the person who sent it desires to see him here immediately 
and requests that he may come along with you. And now, 
my friend,” he continued, “ that you may do all these er- 
rands with the greater good-will and despatch, here’s a gold 
Jacobus for thee.” 

The man took the coin, though not without a look of sur- 
prise at the donor, whom he evidently thought a most un- 
likely person to deal in gold rings and Jacobuses, He, how- 
ever, made no remark, but prepared to execute the mission 
with which he had been intrusted; and was just about to 
push off his boat, when his employer called out to him— 

“ I forgot to say, friend, that when you have brought over 
your passengers, you will desire them to wait in your hut 

hcic until you have acquainted mo with their arrival. You 
will find me in Scouler’s hostelry.” 

With this order the boatman promised compliance, and 

pushed off; when his employer returned to the inn, and, 

planting himself before the kitchen fire, anxiously awaited 
the return of his messenger. 

The curate, in the meantime, was faithfully performing 
his part, in promoting delay, by the aid of story and anec- 
dote, although he felt as if it were a hopeless case. "While 
thus employed, the landlady, a lively, active, bustling 
body, happening to come into the room, he suddenly 
stopped in the middle of a story, and exclaimed, laughing- 
ly, hirs Scouler, hae ye been makin ony brandy parritch 
lately?” 

“Tuts, Mr Gibson, will I never hear the end o’ that?” 
rejdied the liostess of the Grilse and Gridiron, good-na- 
turedly, and hurrying out of the apartment, to escape the 
further banter of the facetious churchman. 

“What aboot the brandy parritch, curate?” exclaimed 
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the guidwifo of Clayslaps, on tlic liostess leaviiLg the 
room. 

ril tell you that (replied the curate). Ae morning, 
pretty early, last summer, there cam a serving man, mounted 
on horschack, to oor freend Kingan Scoulcr s door here, and 
said he belonged to Lord Minto; and that he had been sent 
forward by his master, who was on the road comin fiae 
Arranthrough to Edinburgh, to order some breakfast to be 
prepared for him. But what, think ye, was the breakfast 
ordered for his lordship? Why, it was parritch— plain, 
simple parritch; for it seems he prefers it to a’ ither kind 
of food for his morning meal. AVeel, however much as- 
tonished hlrs Scouler was at this order, she readily under- 
took to prepare the dish desired, and the man dcpaited. 
But he had no sooner gone, than it occurred to her, that 
parritch for a lord ought to be made somewhat diifeiently 
from those intended for a plebeian stomach. But wherein 
was this difference to consist? There was no choice of ma- 


terials, 110 variety of ingredients, no piocess of maiiiifactuie, 
but one, that she had ever seen or heard tell of. At length, 
after racking her brain for some time, to see if she could not 
strike out something new on the subject, it occurred to her 
that, if she would substitute brandy for water, the desired 
object would be accomplished, and a lordly dish produced. 
Acting on this bright idea, the guidwifo immediately emp- 
tied a bottle of brandy into the parritch-pot, and proceeded 


with the remainder of the process in the usual way. By 


the time his lordship came up, the parritch was ready, and 


a dish of them placed before him. 


Little suspecting— al- 


though he thocht they looked a wee thing darker than they 


should do— that there was anything wrong, his lordship 
took a thumpin spoonfu to begin wi’; but he no sooner fan’ 
the extraordinary taste they had, than he jumped from his 
scat, threw doon the spune, and sputtered the contents o’ 
Lis mooth a’ owre the table, thinkin he was poisoned. He 
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.xx.u xuii tu tiic uoor, ana called oot violently for oor guid 

Jiostcss here. In great alarm she ran hastily up the stah 
and inquired what was tlie matter. ’ 

riio matter, woman!” exclaimed his lordship, in a 
towering passion. “ Wliat’s this you hae gien me point- 
ing to the parritch; “ wliat infernal stuff is that?” 

Mis Scoulcr, surprised at his lordship’s want of discern- 
ment, explained to him what she had dune; when he burst 
out a-laughing, told her that the taste of a peer and a 
ploughman were precisely the same, and requested her to 
iiiake him just such a mess as she made for her ain family. 
This was accordingly dime; whan his lordship, payin sax 
prices for his liamely breakfast, set off in great good hu- 
mour, telling ]\Irs Scoiiler, however, at parting, never to put 
brandy in his parritch again. 

The curate, having concluded his episodical anecdote, 
pioccedcd with the story which he had interrupted to relate 
it; but was beginning to bo secretly imeasy at the long de- 
lay which was taking place in the operations of his friend 
of the dained stockings. From this feeling, however, he 
was in some measure relieved by the latter’s sending for 
him, after a short while, and begging of him to gain but 
other fifteen minutes, if he could, when he pledged himseh 
that such an event would occur as would, in all probabilitj^ 
save IMccnie Fdtcliic from the fate tliat threatened her. 

Lut what is the event yo allude to, freend, and what is’t 
} 0 piopose to do in this matter that ’ll jiroduce the effect ye 
speak 0 ? said the curate, looking doubtingly at his new 

acquaintance. 

Patience a little, my good sir,” replied the latter, smil- 
ing, and shall know all. In the meantime, trust to m3' 
good faith, and 3‘ou will find that I can do more, perhaps, 
than 1113' appearance would promise. 

Pc it even so, then,” said the curate; “ but observe I 
cannot iiossibh' jnit the ceremony off be3'ond the time 3ml 


C 

i 
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liavc mentioned; for a’ but tlie puir lassie hersel arc gettin 

restlessly impatient.” • -i i , 

The curate now returned to his party, and again had re- 
course to his store of anecdote, which was an inexhaustible 
one, to protract the performance of the ceremony. In the 
meantime, the boatman, faithful to his trust, was diligent y 
CKecutiii" the missions confided to him. On entering the 
house of Davy Linu’s father, he found Day sitting discon- 
solately by the fire, his head resting on his hand, and his 
eyes fixed, in thoughtful gaze, on the burning embers. He 
was thinking of Meenie Eitchie— there could be no doubt 
of that; for poor Davy thought of little else. Foimerlj', 
these thoughts had been pleasant to Davy; but at this mo- 
ment they were sad and heart-withering; for he hadhcaid 
some rumours of her parents intending to marry her toan- 
otlier; and he now, therefore, considered her as for ever lost 

to him. _ • 

“ What the mischief, Davy, man, arc ye sittiu gloomiii 

and gluncliiii at there?” said the ferryman, whose name 

was Archy Dawson, slapping the person he addressed on 

the shoulder— “ up, man, up !— I hae guid news for you— at 

least what I think’s likely to turn oot sae. 

Davy, who had hitherto been so engrossed by his own 
gloomy reflections, as either not to have heard or not heeded 
the entrance of Archy Dawson, now rose from his scat, and, 
confronting the former, asked, with a faint smile, what the 

news was. 

“Is there naebody in the hoosc but ycrscl, Davy?” 
inquired Archy, looking cautiously round the apart - 

ment. 

“Naiicat this moment,” replied Davy; “but there’ll bo 

Bome of tlicm here bclyve, I daursay.” 

“Wcel, before they come, Davy, I’ll tell you what’s 

brocht me here the nicht.” And Archy proceeded to relate 

the particulars of his mission . 
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Davy made no reply for some time ; but tbe clenching of 

liis teeth showed that some fierce spirit had been roused 

within him by the intelligence. At length he said — 

“Ay, I see how it is; they have stolen a march on me. 

Oh, if I had known this but an hour since, they should 

have had more guests at the wedding than they counted 

on, although some of them might not have been very wel- 
come.” 

“ Maybe, maybe, Davy,” said Archy; “ but it’s likely no 
owre late yet; sac come awa as fast’s ye can, man, and let’s 

see what tliis busmess ’ll turn oot to, and I’ll tell ye the rest 
o’ my story as we gang alang.” 

Davy, although without knowing distinctly why or where- 
fore, now leftthe house with his friend Aixliy, when thelat- 
tet, MS promised, acquainted him with the other mission he 
had to execute— namely, the delivering the ring to Sir John 
Lliiliiugstone, at the bishop’s castle, whither Da \7 subse- 
quently accompanied him. 

Oji arriving at the lordly mansion of the prelate, Archy 
inquired of a servant if Sir John was there, and was told 
that he was. 

“ Then,' said he, “be sae guid, freend, as tak up this bit 
t rant alum o’ a thing till him, and I’ll wait whar I am till I 
hear fine him.” 

In a few minutes after Sir John appeared, and, accosting 
Archy, said, “Well, my friend, what commands have you 
brought along with this?” producing the ring. 

“ The person that gied me that, sir,” said Archy, “deshed 
me to tell you to come along wi’ me.” 

“And, pray, where are you from, friend?” 

“Ou, no far awa, sir,” said Archy; “just frae Govan, 
owre the way there.” 

V 

“ Very well. 111 accompany you. But who’s this j’ou have 
with you?” inquired the knight, looking at Davy Linn, who 
li^od close hy. 
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“That lad’s name, sir,” said Arcliy, “is Davy 
bclangs to Partick, Tip there, sir. He’s a fine lad, Davy 

fine, decent, canny lad, sir.” , c.- tt . » 

“ I have no reason to doiiht it,” replied Sir John, 

Avhat does he hero with you?” 

“Dear me, sir,” said Archy-“he was sent for, too, b} 
the same chield that sent you the ring. I was desired to 

bring ye baith.” 

“ Oh, indeed,” replied Sir J ohn 


-“that’s enough; let us 

proceed, then.” And the three immediately set off for Go van. 
On their arrival on the opposite bank of the river, Archy, 
leaving them there, hastened up to Ringan Scouler s, an 
intimated to his employer that he had executed his mission, 
and that the persons he had sent for waited him in his hii.. 
On receiving this information, the former hastened down to 
the ferry station; and, after a brief interview and hasty ex- 
planation with Sir John and Davy, of which we leave the 
sccpiel to show the import, returned with equal haste to the 
hostelry, and now pushed boldly into the apartment occupied 
])y the marriage party. The time stipulated with the curate 
had expired; and tbe latter, finding he could no longer de- 
lay the discharge of the duty he was called upon to perform, 

had already commenced the service. 

“ Friend,” said the intruder, with a degree of boldness and 

familiarity in his manner which he had not before assumed, 
and at the same time laying his hand on the arm of the 
curate, to arrest his attention, “pray, stop a moment,Jf you 
please, till I speak a word with the bride’s father.” 
this, and now turning round to the person to whom he al- 
luded, “ May I ask, Clayslaps,” he said, “ if jmur objection 
to your daughter’s having the man of her choice is his want 

of fortune?” 

Clayslaps looked for a moment at the querist with an ex- 
pression of extreme surprise, but at length said 

“ T dinna see what richt, freend, ye hae to put such ques- 


Saying 
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tions; nevertheless, I will answer’t. It is; and a guid and 
sufficient ane it’ll be allooed, I think.” 

“ Is it your only one 1 Have you no other fault to lay to 
the young man’s charge % ” 

“I hae nae faut to charge him wi’,” replied Clay^aps, 
crustily and reluctantly. “ The lad, for ought I ken to the 
contrary, is weel aueugh in ithcr respects. But he’s nae 
match for my dochter.” 

“ Youi- wife has said,” continued the querist, ‘‘that your 
daughter’s portion is fifty nierks, which is to be met by 
a similar sum on the part of the young man whom you 
intend for her husband. How, friend, if Davy could pro- 
duce two marks for her one — that is, a hundred to her 
fifty — what would you say to having him still for a son-in- 
law % ” 

“ Wliy,” said the bride’s father, “that wad certainly hae 
altered the case at ae time ; but it’s owre late noo.” 

“Hot a bit — not a bit,” replied the propounder of the 
question — “ better late than never.” 

“ But young Goupinsfou has lands as weel as siller,” re- 
joined Olayslaps. 

“True, I believe,” said the other speaker; “hut suppose 
Davy could imoduce you evidence of his being a laird, too — 
sa}' — let me see” — and he paused a moment — “say he could 
show you that he was laird of a hundred acres of the best 
land within half-a-dozen miles of Partick, what would you 
say then, guidman, to having Davy for your daughter’s 
husband % ” 


“What’s the uso o’ talking this nonsense?” said the 
Laird of Clayslai^s, impatiently; “everybody kens that 
Da'i^ Linn’s baith landless and penniless, and likely aye to 
be. Sae, freeud, liae the guidness to retire — for your com- 
pany’s no wanted here — and let the ceremony proceed.” 

“ Not so fast, laird, if you please,” returned the person 
addressed; and tlien, turning to the bride’s mother, “"WTiat 
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\70uld you say, guidwifc, to Davy for a son-in-law, if ho had 

all the property I have mentioned ? ” 

“On, indeed, man, it wad surely hae altered the case 

athcgither—thcrc s nae doot o’ that. I wad hae had nae 
objection till him, had that been the case— neither wad her 
faitlicr, I am sure. But, as the guidman has said, what’s 
the use o’ speaking o’ thae things, now, at ony rate ? Davy 
has naething, and Goupinsfou has plenty, and that maks a’ 

the differ— but, my faith, an unco differ it is.” 

“ No doubtj but, if we remove this differ, guidwifc,” re- 
joined the stranger, “ perhaps we may yet prevent two fond 
licai'ts being separated; and, to end this matter at once, 
continued the speaker, but now in a serious tone, “/ will 
pay down a hundred merks on Davy Linn’s account, as a 
free gift to him, on the day after he has become the hus- 
band of your daughter, and I will put him in possession, as 
a free gift also, of a hundred acres of the best land within six 
miles of Partick, on the same day, and on the same conditions.” 

“ Ye'll pay doon a hunner merks to Davy Linn, and ye'll 
gie him a hunner acres o’ land !” exclaimed Clayslaps, in the 
utmost amazement, and looking at the threadbare coat, 
clouted shoes, and darned hose of the man of promises, vrith 
the most profound contempt and incredulity. “ And whar 
the deil are ye to get them'?” 

“ Never ye fear that, freend,” replied the latter, laughing; 
“Idl find them, I warrant you.” 

“ Let’s see the siller,” said Clayslaps, triumphantly. 

“ Why, you certainly have me there, Clayslaps. I have 
not the money on me, indeed; but I will find you instant 
security for it, and for the entire fulfilment of my promises. 
Landlord,” continued the speaker, and now turning to Rin- 
gan, who was one of his astonished auditors, “ please to 
say to Sir John Elphingstone, v»diom I presume you know 
is to be found in the next room, that it will be obliging if he 
wiU step this way a moment.” 
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Wc will not stop to describe tbe amazement that was 
felt by all, and expressed on every countenance in the apmt- 
nicnt, on the delivery of this extraordinary message. Sir 
Joliii Elphingstonc was well known to every one there as a 
gentleman of large possessions and higlily honourable cha- 
racterj and how he came to be at the call of such a person 
as he who had scut for him, or how he came to be in the 
liouse at all at such a time, was matter of inexpressible 
surprise to every one present. The whole affair, in short, 
■w as one of imjienetrable mystery and perplexity to aU, in- 
cluding tlie worthy curate. We Avill not, how'ever, wait to 
describe the feelings of the parly on this occasion, but go 
straight on with our story. Neither will we do so, in any 
case— thinking it much better to leave such matters whoUy 

to the reader’s o^\^l imagination. 

The summons that called Sir J ohn into the presence of 

tlie marriage -folks was immediately obeyed. In an instant 
that gentleman entered the apartment, with a smile upon 
Ids face, all the party stamhng up and receiving him with 

the most marked reverence and respect. 

“ You’ll excuse the liberty I have taken in sending for 
you, Sir John,” said the person who had called him, on the 
former’s entrance; “ and I certainly vrould not have taken 
that liberty, had I not known ho^v much pleasui'e it gives 
you when an opportunity is afforded you of doing a gene- 
rous thing. Here, Sir John, is a young woman about to be 
sacrificed at the altar of Mammon. Nowg I know that you 
would not permit this if you coidd help it. E either will I, 
and, to prevent it, I have promised to the intended bride’s 
father here, that I will give one himdred merks^ and one 
hundred acres of laud to the husband of ]\reeuie’s choice, 
Davy Linn of Partick— a very deserving young man, I be- 
lieve— on the day after she is married to him. Now, Sir 
John, will you become my security to Clayslaps for the 

fulfilment of this promise f’ 
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• Most assuredly,” said Sir John, smiling; “ let me have 
pen, ink, and paper, and I will give him my written ohhga- 

tion to that effect.” 

The materials were brought, and the obligation drawn 
out; Clayslaps and all the others being too much confounded 
by what was passing to offer any interruption or make any 
remark. When the paper was written, it was handed to 
Mecnie’s father, who, almost unconsciously— for he did not 
seem to know very well what he was doing read it over. 

On concluding the perusal, 

“ A’ richt aneiigh,” he said — “ a’ richt aneugh. Od, this 
is a queer business. Bat it’s a’ ovtc late, guid sirs. We 
canna be aff wi’ Goupinsfou at this stage o’ the affair, and 
in this sort o’ way. It wadna be fair nor honest, and wad 
look unco strange like. Besides, ye canna expeck that he 

would submit to't liimscl.” 

This was certainly a reasonable enough supposition, but 
it happened to be an unfounded one; for Goupinsfou was 
not only an ass, but a most abominably mean and selfish 
one; and Sir John, aware of this, thought he knew a way 

to reconcile him to the loss of Meenie. 

Going up to Goupinsfou, he took him aside, and whis- 
pered in his ear, “ I say, laird, you’ve long had an eye, I 
know, to the bit holm on the Kelvin, below the Gorroch 

Mills.” 

“ It’s a bonny spot,” interrupted Goupinsfou, cocking his 


cars. 


“ It is,” replied Sir John. “ Well, then, it shall be yours, 
if you give up all claim to the hand of Meenie Ritchie, and 
give me in writing an entire quittance on that score.” 

“Dune!” exclaimed Goupinsfou, instantly, wisely calcu- 
lating that he could readily find another wife, but might 
not so readily get another offer of the piece of land he so 
much coveted. “ Dune, Sir John !” he exclaimed, grasping 
that gentleman by the hand with the selfish eagerness that 
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belonged to bis character; but, desirous of glossing 
meanness of the transaction, he placed his acquiescence m 

another footing than that of bribery, by adding, “ I wadna 

like, I’m sure, to force the lassie to marry me against her 
will. I gie her up wi’ a’ my heart.” 

Having obtained the brute’s consent to resign the hand of 
Meenie, Sir J ohn turned to the party, and informed them 
that their worthy friend, the Laird of Goupinsfou, out of 
consideration for the feelings of Meenie Ritchie, which he 
feared were not favourable to him, resigned all claim to her 
hand, and left her at full liberty to marry whom she pleased. 

“Weel, that’s certainly sac far guid,” said Clayslaps; 
“ but still I’m no athegither reconciled to this business. It 

looks ” 

“ Toots, guidman,” here interposed his wife, “ the thing’s 

a’ richt aneugh. Havena ye Sir John’s haun o’ vrit for 

the promise made by this — this ” — and she looked at the 

person she meant, and would have said gentleman, but 

another glimpse of the patched shoes directed her to the 

words — “ honest man, to gie Davie the land and siller 

spoken o’; and what mair wad ye hae? Davie’s a discreet, 

decent, well-doin lad, everybody kens, that will mak, I’m 

sure, a guid husband to Meenie; sae, just let them e’en 
gang thegither.” 

She would scarcely have said so much for Davie an hour 
before; but she said it now, and it was all well enough. 

“Weel, weel, guidwife,” said Clayslaps, “since it is sae, 
wc 11 see aboot it. There can be nae harm, however, in 
dclayin a day or twa, at ony rate, till we think owre’t.” 

“Ho, no — no delay,” exclaimed the meddling stranger; 
“ delays are dangerous, guidman. Hothing like the present 
moment. Let us strike while the iron’s hot. Landlord,” 
he said, turning round to Ringan, “ send Davie Linn here.” 

In a second after, Davie Linn rushed into the apartment, 
dew to Meenie, and caught her in his arms. “ hline jmt ! 



THE CURATE OF GOVAN, 95 

mine yet, lilcenie!” he exclaimed, rapturously. It was all 
he could say; and, little as it was, it was more than she he 
addressed was able to express. Dm'ing the whole night, in- 
deed, she had not opened her lips, and seemed to have been 
scarcely conscious of what was passing art>und her. This 
was the effect of deep misery; and the result was now nearly 

the same from an excess of joy. 

“ Is 0 delay now, curate,” said the intermeddler. “ Set to 

work as fast as you can, and buckle these two together. No 
objection, I fancy?” 

“ Oh, none in the world,” said the curate; “I’ll fix them 
in a trice. But I say, freend,” he added, laughing, “ I’m 
thiiikiii what a fule I was to pay your reckonin the nicht — 
ane wha maks the merks flee like drift snaw on a windy 
day, and gies awa lumps o’ land wi’ as little thocht as — as 
—as I settled your lawin. Feth, but it was fulish aneugh 
o’ me, and ye’re a queer ane, be ye wha ye like.” 

“Not so very foolish, perhaps, as you think, curate,” said 
the person thus addressed, “ and that it’s possible ye may 
find. At any rate, it’s no lost what a friend gets, you know, 
curate; but, in the meantime, will you proceed with the 
ceremony, if you please. And, guidman,” he added, turn- 
ing to Clay slaps, “will ye allow me to give away the bride?” 

“ I ken nane here that has a better richt,” replied the 
latter, now thoroughly reconciled to the sudden and most 
unexpected change in his daughter’s destiny which had 
taken place. “ Ye may cither gie her awa or tak her yerscl, 
just as ye like; for, by my faith, ye seem to be a guid honest 
chicl, be ye wha ye like, as the curate says.” 

“ Well, then, since you place her at my disposal, I hero 
give her to Davie Linn o’ Partick — and may he always con- 
tinue to deserve her !” 

This conveyance of the fair Mccnio, the curate lost no 
time in legalising and confirming. When the ceremony 
was completed, “ Now,” said the stranger, “ if there be a 
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fiddler or piper in all Govan who will play to us for lot® of 
money, let him be brought here instantly, and we’ll finiah 
as well as we’ve begim. By St Bride, we’ll have a night of 
it! What say you, Sir John?” And he turned to that 
gcntlcinan with a smile. W^ill you condescend to honour 
us with your presence, and with as much good-humour as 
you can conveniently spare ? ” 

“ Oh, most certainly,” replied the latter, laughing, “with 
all my heart.” 

The desired musician was procured, and made his appear- 
ance. The room was cleared, creature comforts were 
ordered in, in unsparing abundance, and such a night of 
mirth and fun ensued as, we believe, has not been seen 


since in the iittle village of Govan, and perhaps not often 
anywhere else. Tlie curate danced and frisked about like 
a thrcc-year-old; Sir John conducted himself with no less 
animation; but iicitlicr of them had the smallest chance 
with the gentleman in the darned hose. He kept the floor 
almost the whole night, whooiDing and hallooing in a most 
spirited manner, and dancing fully half the time with the 
bride, and the rest with her mother, the guidwife of 
Olayslaps, relieved occasionally by a tinn-out with some 
young girls of the neighbourhood, whom the landlord of 
tlie Grilse and Gridiron had hurriedly brought together, on 


the principle of “the more the merrier.” But time and 
tide wait on no man. hloriiing came, and the revellers 
lDrci)ared to dei^art to their several homes. The marriage 
party, including the bride and bridegroom, and Sir John 
Elphingstone, proceeded to the ferry, to which they were 
accompanied by him wlio had performed the principal 
character of the night Having seen them all embarked, 
and having wished the young married couple every happi- 
ness, he stood on the shore for an instant, waved them a 
final adieu, retired by the way of the village, and was seen 


no more. 
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Within a week after the occurrence of the events just 
related, the worthy curate of Govan was surprised one day 
by receiving a letter from the Archbishop of Glasgow. 

“ What’s wrang now ? ” said the curate to himself, as ho 
opened it. “ My dismissal, I suppose, for the irregularity 
o’ my conduct at Ringan >Scouler’s the ither nicht.” 

It was not exactly so, as the reader will perceive. The 
letter ran thus : — 

“At the recommendation of a high personage, I intend 
a])pointing you to the vacant rectorship of Govan. You 
will therefore repair immediately to ]ne, cither at my palace 
at Glasgow or my castle at Partick, that I may confer with 
you farther on the subject. Dunbar, A. B. of G.” 

“ Whc-c-c-ou !” ejaculated the curate, with a long-drawn 
expiration, when he had read this very pleasant document 
““I smell a rat. ’Od, but it was stupid o’ me no to think 
o t afore. I m sure I micht hae kent liimj for I’ve seen 
him twa or three times; but then he was in a green frock- 
coat o’ the finest claith; a velvet bonnet, wi’ ruby and 
feathers, was on his head; a chain o’ gowd, worth five huii- 
dicd merks, if it Avas worth a bodle, round his neck, and a 
gauc}^ sword by his side. Still I ought to hae kent him, for 
a’ his clouted slioon and darned hose. But the cat’s oot o’ 
the pock; and, my word, a bonny beast it is !” 

Vv hat docs the good curate’s hints and allegorical allu- 
sions mean ? inquires the reader. Why, it means that the 
worthy man suspected— and we haAm no doubt his suspicion 
^vas perfectly correct-that the person in the darned hoso 
Avas no other than James V., King of Scotland. 
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GLEANINGS OF THE COVENANT 

L— THE GrwVNDMOTIIER’s NARRATIVE. 

Notwithstanding the researches of Woodrow, and tlie 
more recent enlargement and excellent annotations of Dr 
Burns, avc are quite conscious that a volume someAvhat 
interesting might still he collected of additional and tradi- 
tional atrocities, of which no written record remains, nor 
other, save the recollections of recollections~m other words, 
the remembrance which we and a few others possess of the 
narrati\'cs of our grandmothers whilst we were j^et children. 
Our OAvn maternal grandmother died at ninety-six— we our- 
selves are now in our sixtieth year; so that, deducting eight 
or nine years for our ago previous to our taking an interest 
in such concerns, ve ha\c our grandmother existing before 
(say) 1695, which, deducting eight years of infancy, brings 
us to 1/03, which is only twenty-five jmars posterior to the 
conclusion, and fifty-three to the commencement, of the 
atrocious twenty-eight j'ears’ persecution. It is then mani- 
fest, from this arithmetical computation, that our own grand- 
mother, on whose truthful intentions Ave can rely with con- 
fidence, came into contact and conversation Avitli those who 
Averc coutcmporancous Avith the CAmnts and persons she re- 
ferred to. This surely is no very violent or unsafe stretch 
of tradition; but, even though it AA'cre much more so, aa'c 
A vould be disposed to jdeld to it someAvhat more considera- 
tion than is generally done. Now-a-days, the pen and the 
press arc almost the only recorders of passing and past CA^ents 
and circumstances; but, in the age to Avhich aa'c refer, this 
V. as not the case. The children of Israel were bound by a 
holy and inviolate laAv to record verbally to their childi’en, 
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and tlioso again to tlieirs, what tlie Lord had doiiG for their 
forefathers. And on the same principle, and under the same 
comparative absence of written records, did our grandmo- 
thers receive from their immediate predecessors the revolt- 
ing disclosures which they have handed down to us. There 
arc here but two links in the chain those, namely, which 
c(jnnect our grandmothers with their parents, and with us; 
but, had there been twenty— nay, fifty or a hundred links 
— wc should not, on account of the high antiquity of such 
a tradition, have been disposed to dismiss it as altogether 
groundless, and not implying even the slightest authority. 
In illustration of this, we may adduce the facts, sufficiently 
well known and authenticated, which were disclosed about 
thirty years ago at Burgh-head, the ultimate extent of 
lioman conquest in Scotland. In that promontory, now 
inhabited by a scattered population, there remained, from 
age to age, a tradition that a Roman w^ell had existed on 
the particular spot. There being a lack of water in the 
place, the iidiabitants combined to have the locality opened, 
with the view of disclosing so useful and essential an 
element. They dug twenty and even thirty feet dovv^n- 
wards, but made no disclosui cs; and were on the point of 
giving up the search, when the father of the late Duke of 
Gordon happening to pass, and to ascertain their object and 
their want of success, very generously supplied them with 
the means of making a further excavation. At last, to 
their no small surprise and delight, they came to a nicely 
built and rounded well-mouth, with a stair downwards to 
the bottom, and the bronze statues of Mercury and other 
heathen gods stuck into niches. This well remains to this 
hour, and may be visited by the traveller along the Tiloray 
Fiith, as an indis’putablc and indelible evidence of the value 
of traditions in ages wlicn almost no other means of record 
existed. True, such traditions are deeply coloured and 
tinged by the prejudices of the age in which they originated 
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— allovranco as to exaggeration must be made for excited 
feelings and outraged opinions; but still the groundwork 
may in general be depended on. The old, and perhaps vul- 
gar, proverb, “ There is aye some water where the stirkie 

drowns!” applies in this case with a conclusive force; and 

we may rely upon it, even from the collateral and written 
evidence of parties and partisans on all sides, that no- 
tlunf'- which mere tradition has hinted at can exceed, in 
charLters of genuine cruelty and downright bloodshed and 
murder, tlioso historical statements which have reached 


US, 


True, a writer lately deceased, whose memory is immor- 
tal and whose writings will survive whilst national feelmgs 
and the vitality of high talent remain, has given us a some- 
what chivalrous and attractive character of the most dis- 
thmuished actor in the atrocities of the fearful time; and 
it is to be more than lamented— to be deplored— a an 
early and habitual, and ultimately constitutional, 
to aristocratic and chivalrous views should have induced 
.uch a writer as Sir Walter Scott to draw such an interest- 
ing picture of the really infamous “ Clavers”-of him who, 
for a piece of morning pastime, could, with his own pisto , 
Plow out a husband’s brains, without law or tria , and that 
in tlic presence of his wife and infant family! But the 
o-rcat body of historians arc on the side of truth and tradi- 

tlon; and the recently-published, and still 

by Lockhart has unfolded, and will yet unfold, those lean- 
ings of the great novelist which have occasioned so lament- 
able a deviation from real history. ^ 

Under the shelter, then, of these preliminary ohsemtmns, 
ive proceed with such notices and statements as we have 
I, card repeated, or seen in mannseripts which have (as we 
believe) never been printed. And wc shall give these no- 
tices and st.itcmcnts as they were given to “y ® 

by .a b.aIo of superstition, and involving miieh belief which 
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is now, happily or unhappily— we do not say which — com- 
pletely exploded. 

Oh, my bairn! these were fearful times! — (Grandmother 
loquitur) — and atwcel war theyj. My own mother has 
again and again made my hair stand on end, and my heart- 


blood run cold at her relations. 

Ye ken Auchincairn, my bairn; and maybe, v/han ye 
were seeking for hawks’ nests, ye hae searched the White- 
stane Cloughs. Aweel, ye maybe hae seen, or maybe no — 
for young hearts and een like yours (0 sirs ! mine are now 
dim and sair!) tak little tent o’ sic-likc things; but, my 
bonny bairn, though tent it ye didna, true it is, and of 
verity, that, at the very bottom o’ that steep and fearfu 
linn, there is a rock, a stane like a blue whunstane; and 
owre that stane the water has run for years and years, and 
the winds and tiie rains of heaven hae dashed and plashed 
against it; but still that stane remains (dear me, I’m 
amaist greeting !) — it remains stained and spotted wV hluid. 
And tliat bluid, my dear bairn, is o’ the bluid that rins in 
ycr ain veins — it is tlie bluid o’ William Harkness, my own 
faitlicr’s brother. Weel, and ye shall hear; for my mother 
used to tell me the langsyne stories sae aft, that I can just 
repeat them in her ain words. Weel, it was the month of 
October, and the nights were beginning to lengthen; and 
the i)uir persecuted saints, that had taen to the outside a’ 
simmer, and were seldom, if ever, to be seen in the inside, 
were beginning to pop in again nows and tlians, when they 
thought Dalyel, and Johnston, and Clavers, and Douglas, 
and the rest o’ the murdering gang, war elsewhere. Aweel, 
as I am telling ye, yer granduncle cam hame to his ain 
brother s house; it might be about the dawn o’ the mom- 


ing, whan a the house, except his brother, were sleeping, 

and he had got a cog o’ crap whey on his knee, wi’ a barley 

scone— for glad, glad was he to get it; and he had just 
finished savina the mul wns 
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Md in whisper, wi' his ain brother, when what should ha 

hear, but a rap at the kitchen-door, and a voice ponrini» in 
through the keyhole— ° 


Wilhe Harkness ! AVillie Harkness ! the Philistines are 
upon ye ! They are just now crossing the Pothousehum.” 

I trow when he heard that, he wasna lang in clearing the 

doss, and takin doun the shank, straight for the foot of the 

AATiiteside Linn, where the cave was in which he had for 

weeks and months been concealed. It was now, ye see, the 

grey o’ the morning, and things could be seen moving at 

some distance. J ust as my uncle was about to enter the 

bramble-bushes at the foot o’ the linn, he was met by a 
trooper on horseback. 


“Stand!” said a voice, in accents of Satan; “stand, this 

moment, and surrender; or your life is not worth three 
siuilTs of a Covenanter’s mull.’ 

My uncle Lent weel the consequences of standing, and of 
being taken captive; and ye see, my bairn, life is sweet to 
ns a’; sae he e’en dashed into the thicket, and, in an in- 
stant 0 time, and ere the dragoon could shoulder his mus- 
ket, he was tumbling head-foremost (but holding by the 
branches) towards the bottom of AVhiteside Linn. There 
lay my worthy uncle, breathless, and motionless, and si- 
lent, expecting every moment that the dragoon would dis- 
mount and seciu’c him. However, the man o’ sin contented 
himsel Avi’ firing several times (at random) into the linn, 
the last shot which was fired took effect on my uncle’s 
knee; the blood sprung from it, and he fainted As God 
Avould have it, at this time no further pursuit was at- 
tempted, and my uncle was lame for life. The blood still 
remains on the stane, as Avitness against the unholy hand 
that shed it. But, alas! Ave are a’ erring creatures; and 
who knoAvs but even a dragoon may get repentance and find 
mercy ! God forbid, my wee man, that we should condemn 
oiiy ane, even a persecutor, to eternal damnation! It’s 
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awfu— it’s feaifu! But that’s no a’ ye shall hear. When 
the trooper came up to the house, and joined his paity, he 
repeated what had passed, and a search was set about in 
the linn for my uncle; hut William had by this time ciippcn 
into his cauld, dripping cave, over which the v atei spouted 
in a cascade, and thus concealed him from their search; sae, 
after marking the blood, and almost raving like bloodhounds 
witli disappointment, they tied up a servant girl— whom 
they had first abused in the most unseemly and beastly 
manner — to a tree> and there they left her, incapable, though 
she had been able, of freeing herself. She was relieved in 
an hour; but never recovered either the shame or the ciuelty. 
She (lied, and her grave is in the east corner, near the large 
bushy tree in Closeburn kirkyard. “ Blessed are the dead 
which die in the Lord; for they rest from their labours, and 

tlicir works do follow them.” 

I\Iuckle better, my dear, was her fate, though seemingly 
a hard one, than that o’ the ungodly curate o’ Closeburn 
— o’ him wha was informer against the puir persecuted 
remnant, and wha, through the instrumentality o’ his spies 
and informers, had occasioned a’ this murder and cruelty. 
Ye shall hear. He— I mean, my bairn, the curate— had 
been hurliu the folk, whether they would or no, to the kirk, 
for weeks, in carts and hurdles — for oh, they liked his cauld, 
moral harangues ill, and his conduct far waur. He had even 
got the laird to refuse burial in the kirkyard to ony who re- 
fused to hear his fushionless preaching. Puir Nanny Wal- 
ker’s funeral (she who had been sae horribly murdered) was 
to tak place on sic a day. Tlic curate had heard o’ this, and 
he was resolved to oppose the interment. But God’s ways, 
my wean, are not as our ways, nor his thoughts as ours; in 
his hands are the issues of life and of death; he killeth and 
he maketh alive — blessed be his name, for ever, amen! 
Weel, as I was telling ye, out cam the curate, raging, run- 
ning, and stamping like a, madman; coming down his ain 
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entry like a roaring lion, and swearing~for he stuck at nae- 
thing that Nanny Walker’s vile Covenanting heart should 
never rot in Closchurn kirkyard. Aweel, when he had just 
reached the kirk stile, and was in the act o’ lifting up his hand 
against them who were bearing the coffin into the kirkyard, 
what think ye, my bairn, happened? The ungodly man, 
with his mouth open in cursing, and his hand uplifted to 
strike, instantly fell down on the flagstanes, uttered but one 
groan, and expired ! Ye see, my bairn, what a fearfu thing 
it is to persecute, and then to fall into the hands o’ an angry 
and avenging God. Oh, may never descendant o’ mine de- 
serve or meet wi’ sic a fate 1 But there is mair to tell ye 
still. Just at the time when this fearfu visitation o’ Pro- 
vidence took place, the family o’ Auchincairn war a’ engaged 
wi’ the Buik, whan in should rush wha but daft Gibbie Gal- 
loway, wha had never spoken a sensible word in his life — for 
he was a born innocent, he and his mither afore him ! Weel, 
and to be sure, just about this time, for they compared it 
afterwards, in Gibbie stammered into the kitchen, wbarthey 
■war a’ convened, and interruiDted the guidinan’s prayer, wha 
happened at the time to he i^rayin to the Lord for vengeance 
against the ungodly curate: — 

“ Hand at him,” said Gibby — “ hand at him ! he’s 'ust at 
the pit-brow !” 

Ay, fearfu, sirs — thae war awfu times! 


I. — THE COVENANTERS MARCH. 

The narratives of the Bev. Mr Frazer of Aiiiess, as well 
as those of Quentin Dick, William M ‘Millan, andMrBobert 
hlDellan, Laird of Balmagechan — all sufferers by, and MS. 
historians of the same events — we have carefully perused; 
and it is from a collection of these hitherto unpublished 
MSS. that the following paper is composed. 

Mr Frazer had gone to London about the end of the year 
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1676, and had continued there till 1685, when he was seized, 
along with the Laird of Lalmagechan, in Galloway, whilst 
the}' were listening to the instructions of the Lev. Mr Alex- 
ander Shields, the celebrated author of the “Hynd let loose,” 
and forwarded by sea, under fetter and hatchway, to Leith. 
After a variety of tossing and council-questioning, as was 
the order of the day at this time, they were inarched from 
the Canougate Tolbooth, along with upwards of 200 prisoners, 

to Dunnottar Castle in Kincardineshire. 

Of the sudden and imexpected summoning which they 
experienced, the reverend autobiographer speaks in these 
term.s : — 

“ Wo were engaged, as was usual "vith us in our Babel 
captivity, in singing a psalm. It was our evening sacrifice, 
and whilst the sun was sinking ayont the Pentlands. 
The voice of a godly and much -tried woman, Euphan 
Thricpland, ascended clear and full of heavenly melody 
above the rest. The prison-door was suddenly thrown open, 
and we at first imagined — alas! — that our captivity had 
ended; but it was not so. The Lord saw meet to put us to 
still severer trials. We were marched, under the command 
of Colonel Douglas, to Leith. This poor woman, who was 
labouring under great bodily weakness, pled hard and strove 
sail- for leave to stay behind. But she was mounted behind 
a corporal, and, amidst many an obscene jest and much 
blasphe'mous language, conveyed to the pier at Leith.” 

Next morning, we find the whole prisoners put up in the 
most indecent and uncomfortable maimer in two rooms of 
the Tolbooth at Burntisland, and undergoing an examina- 
tion before the Laird of Gosford, as to their opinions of alle- 
giance and absolute supremacy. Forty acknowledged King 
James as head of our Presbyterian Church, and superior 
lord over all law and authority in the kingdom; and the 
forty-first was standing in the presence of the oath admini- 
Btrator, with his hand uphfted, and in the very act of fol- 
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Miig tlic example of his brethren, when his aunt, Euphan 
Tliiieplaiul, ahas M‘Birnie (for her husband’s name waa 
such), advancing with difficulty towards the table, thus pro- 
ceeded with violent gesticulation, and in a firm tone of 
voice, to address her nephew. Here we use the words of 

tlic Laird of Balmagechan, who has given the whole scene 
with singular force and fidelity:— 

“Jamie M‘Birnie, what’s that ye’re about? Down wi’ 
yer hand, man !- down wi’ ycr hand, this moment i-or ye 
may ycci expect it to rot aff by the sliaclde-bane. man ! 
1C re but a young man, Jamie, and muckle atweel ye seem 
to require counsel. Had Peter M‘Birnie, yer worthy faithcr 

now witli his Maker— stood where I now (though with 
tottering joints and a feeble voice) stand, he would neither 
liavc held his peace nor withheld his admonition. He would 
rather hac seen tliat hand— now stretched oot to abjure 
Clirist and his Covenanted Kirk— burning and frying in 
the hettest flame, than liae witnessed the waefu sicht I 
now see. It’s weel wi’ him !- oh, it’s weel wi’ him, that 
his eyes are shut on earth, and that, in heaven, there is nae 
amioyance; otherwise, sair, sair would his heart hae been, to 
see my sister’s wean devoting himsel wi’ his ain uplifted 
hand to Satan. 0 Jamie, what says the Bible? It says 
awfii things to yon, Jamic-it says, ‘If thine eye offend 
thee, pluck it out, for it is better to go into heaven with 
one 030, than tliat the whole body’- — Jamie, mark tliat! the 
whole body— ‘ should be cast into hell fire.’ And is not an 
030 dealer thau a hand, and must not the dearest member 
be saci ificed, if it stand in the way of the soul’s salvation ? 
Yc may own King Janies, and muckle thanks ye’ll get for’t; 
and 30 may abjure and renounce Christ, and 3'e’ll sune see 
wha will gaiu or lose by that. And 3m may adhere to the 
king s curates, or to the bishops’ curates, and starve at the 
bieast 0 a yeld, a milklcss mither; but tak tent that ye 
diuna feed and noiu’ish in jmur bosom a fearful ivovin, that 



THE covenanters’ MARCH. 


107 


vriiiiia die nor lie still, but will gnaw and gnaw as lang as 

the fire burns and isna quenched.” 

Jamie I\I‘Biriiie's hand continued to fall gradually during 

til is address, and, when his aunt had concluded, his arm 
hung pendulous and seemingly powerless by his side. At 
this instant, a young woman of uncommon personal attrac- 
tions was seen hurrying from a boat which had just landed. 
She had scarcely set foot on shore, when a commotion was 
observed in the court, and a face full of anguish and de- 
spair was presented to the party assembled in the Tolbooth. 
The Laird of Gosford, after cursing the aunt for an old Cove- 
nanting hag, had just put the question of abjuration to 
Jamie for the last time. Jamie now remained inflexible, 
and was immediately ordered to be handcuffed, and marched 
with the rest to Dunnottar Castle. Hereupon, as the Laird 


of Balmagcchan expresses it — The maiden, who was fair 
to look upon, pushed herself suddenly forward, and rushed 
into the arms of her lover— for such he behoved, from her 

words and her conduct, to be. 

“0 Jamie, Jamie, tak the oath— tak the oath— tak ony 

oath— tak onything; do a’ that they bid you do; say a’ that 
they bid yc say— rather than leave yer ain Jeanie Wilson 
to break her heart wi’ downright greeting. O Jamie, we 


were to be married, ye ken, at Martinmas; and I have athing 
ready, and the bit house is taen, and yc can work outby, 
and I can spin within, and — and — but, 0 Jamie, speak, man, 
just speak, and say ye’ll tak the oath. Hand up yer hand !” 
Ilcrcnpon she lifted his seemingly powerless right hand, till 
it came to a level with his head. “Look there, sir,” ad- 
dressing Gosford; “look there — swear him, man, swear him, 
man; he’s willing, dinna ye see, to swear — what for dinna 
ye swear him 

Being informed that the oath must be voluntary, and his 
hand not be propped, with great reluctance, and looking in 
Jamie’s face with a look of inexpressible persuasion, she 
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whisporeil something in his ear which was inaudible, and 
letued a few paces from lior station. No sooner, howerer 
had she done so, than the hand, as if by the law ofgravito^ 
tion, resumed its former position, and a loud scream indi- 
cated that the young heart of Jeanie had found a temporary 

Btilluess in insensibility. The poor creature was home out 
Ot court, amidst some sympathy even from the hardened 
and merciless soldiery; and Jamie, now a stupid, passive 
clod, was handcuffed, and ordered to march. 

Lieutenant Beaton of Kilreniiie commanded the detach- 
ment to which was intrusted the execution of the higher 

They were all compelled to walk, with the excep- 
tion of Euphan Thriepland, who was mounted, as formerly 
hehind a corporal, together with a poor lame schoolmaster’ 
whose feet Avere closely and most cruelly tied down to the 
sides of a wild and unbroken colt. Upon these two helpless 
and tormented beings, principally, did it please and amuse 
the commander and his men to exercise their Avit and ex- 
pend theii jeers. At one time the schoolmaster was likened 
to a perched radisli, and again he was “riding the stang’' 
lor his sins. Euphemia Avas designated “Dame Grunt,” in 
humane allusion, no doubt, to the painful position which 
she occupied d, la croupe^ and Avhich compelled her fre- 
(piently to groan. Again she Avas accosted as the “mother 
of all saints, and the “ true Blue AVhigamore.” One ob- 
sci A ed that the dominie AAmuld look W’’onderfully handsome 
in boots (referring, no doubt, to the instrument of torture); 
and another observed that the lady woidd wondrous well 
become a St Johnstone’s cravat -namely, a halter. The 
foot-soldiers, Avho AA'ere armed Avith long pikes, made excel- 
lent application of their Aveapons; and ever and anon, as 
sonic weary Avretcli lagged behind, or some hungry or thirsty 
one seemed inclined to turn aside to procure food or drink, 
the “ argiimcntnm a ptosteriori" Avas applied vigorously and 
unsparingly. The people of Fife, who Avere universallv 
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favourably disposed toward the prisoners, floched in upon 
their retired and out-of-the-way route with every kind of 
provision and refreshment; but, instead of being permitted 
to Tjestow them where they w^ere needed, they were met 
with taunts, and in some cases with blows; and the food 
whicli was intended for the prisoners was uniformly de- 
voured by their tormentors, or wasted and destroyed in the 
very presence, and under the very eyes, of those who were 
almost famishing for hunger. A strolling piper, who hap- 
I)cncd to be crossing their route, was sportively enlisted into 
their service, and compelled, like Barton at Bannockburn, 
to play, very much to his own annoyance, such tunes as 
“The Whigs o’ Fife,” well known to be offensive to the 
fi iends of the Covenant. 

“ It was, indeed,” says the Bev. Mr Frazer, with more of 
naivete and good-humour than might have been expected 
— “ it was, indeed, an uncommon sight to behold a large 
and mixed company of men and women, but indifferently 
clad and ill-assorted, marching over muirs and hill-sides, 
with a roaring bagpipe at their tail; the piper puffing and 
blowing, and ever and anon casting a suspicious look be- 
hind, towards the pike points, whicli were occasionally ap- 
])licd to his person in a manner the least ceremonious pos- 
sible.” ]\Iight not this group form an appropriate subject 
for an Allan, a Wilkie, or a Harvey? About dusk the party 
had skirted the Lomonts, and wore billeted for the night in 
the poor, but pleasantlj^-situated, village of Freuchie. Each 
head of a family was made answerable with his property 
and life for the persons of those prisoners who wxre com- 
mitted to his charge. And it is worthy of notice that not 
one of those poor oppressed and insulted sufferers — who 
were all day long endeavouring to escape— once attempted 

to implicate a single mdividual amongst all their kind and 
hospitable landlords. 

Upon rallying their numbers next morning, it was found 
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ours 


Watson, had died of over-fatigue j and that the poor school- 
master was so much inj ured by his horsemanship, that he 
could not possibly advance farther. When they arrived at 
the south ferry of the Tay, the tide did not seiwe, and a 


most cruel and barbarous scene was exhibited. A young 
man, the son of the Rev. Mr Frazer, with the view of mak- 
ing interest for his father’s release, had endeavoured to es- 
cape during the night. He was challenged by a sentinel in 
passing along the rocks, and not answering instantly, was 
immediately shot dead on the spot. His head was cut from 
the body, and with the return of day, presented to the un- 
fortunate and horrified 23arent, with these words, “ There’s 
the gallows face of your son!” Mr Frazer’s own reflections 
on this scene deserve to be extracted from his written manu- 
scriiDts: — “O my Charles! my dear, heart-broken Charles! 


thy mother’s joy and thy father’s hope, and prop, and com- 
fort ! To be thus deprived of thee, and for ever ! But I am 
wrong, very wrong: I had thee only as a loan from the 
Lord ; and I know well that he gives — 


‘ And when he takes away. 

He takes but what he gave.* 


Thou hast perished in the ranks amidst the soldiers of 
Christ; and I doubt not that when the Captain of our sal- 
vation shall appear, thou wilt aiopear with him.” 

It would only fatigue and disgust the reader to give one 
tithe of the atrocities which were perpetrated during the 
whole march to Hunnottar Castle. Really, the manuscript 
narratives here concur in such statements as are calculated 
to make us conceive favourably of Hottentots and canni- 
bals : children torn from their motliers’ arms, and transfixed 
on pike points; a woman in labour thrown into a pool in tho 
ISTorfli Esk; lighted matches applied betwixt the fingers of 
old Euphan Thriepland, because she ventured to denounce 
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S’jcli atrocities, <fec. &c. &c. Come we, tlien, after tlu'ee or 

four days’ march, to Dunnottar Castle. 

The Castle of Dimnottar stands upon a rocky peninsula; 
and at the time of which we are writing was only acces- 
sible by a drawbridge. It has been in succesfuve years the 
scene of much contention and bloodshed. It was here 
that Sir William Wallace is said to have burned to the 
death not less than four thousand Southrons in one night. 
It was within these fire-seared and blackened walls that 
the unfortunate Marquis of Montrose renewed the horrors 
of conflagration; and it was here, too, that the brave Ogilvy 
so long and so determinedly defended our Scottish re- 
galia against the soldiers of the Commonwealth. It was, 
too, from out these walls, that hlrs Granger, v.'ifc of the 
minister of Kinneff, conveyed away, packed up and con- 
cealed amidst a bundle of clothes, the emblems of Scottish 
independence; and that, after having concealed them till 
tlie Kestoration, at one time beneath the pulpit, and at 
another betwixt the plies of a double-bottomed bed, she 
l eturncd them, upon the accession of Charles II., to Mr 
Ogilvy, who, along with the Earl IMarischal and keeper of 
the regalia, Keith, were rewarded for their fidelity, the one 
with a baronetcy, and the other with the earldom of Kin- 
tire; whilst neither this woman nor her husband, nor any 
of their posterity, have once yet been visited by any mark 
of royal or national gratitude: — 

Hos ego versiculos feci, tulit alter honorcs.” 


It is tlius that the great man stands in the light of the 
small, and that the royal vision is prevented from penetrat- 
ing beyond the objects in immediate juxtaposition. 

This Castle of Dunnottar, which had so recently been 
honoured as the receptacle of the regalia, vras now about to 
be converted into a state prison, and, like the Bass, to be- 
come subservient to the views of an alarmed and fluctuating 
council, at a time when the rebellion of the unfortunate 
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Monmouth in England, and of the haughty and ill-ad'viscd 
Argyle in Scotland, had set the whole kingdom in a ferment, 
either of hope or apprehension. Mr Frazer’s narrative of 
the entrance of the prisoners into the castle, upon Sabhath 
the 24th day of May, 1G85, is sufficiently graphic and in- 


telligible; 

Li 


We passed along,” says he, “ a narrow way or draw- 
bridge, and from thence ascended under a covered road 
towards the castle, which stands high up, and looks down 
upon the sea from three of its sides. A person in the garb 
of a jailer, with a bunch of large and rusty keys in his 
hand, opened a door on the seaward side of the building, 
and we were very rudely and insultingly commanded to 
enter. ‘ Kennel ujr, there, kennel up, ye dogs of the 
Covenant!’ were amongst the best terms which were ap- 
plied to us. 

“ The Laird of Balmagechan being amongst the last to 
penetrate into this abode of stench, damj>, darkness, suffo- 
cation, and death, a soldier made a lunge at him with the 
lioint of his pike. Balmagechan was a peaceable man and 
a Christian; but this wns somewhat too much — so, turning 
round in an instant, and closing at once with his insulting 
tormentor, he fairly wrested the pike from the soldier’s 
grasp, and, splintering it in shivers over his head, he added, 

‘ Tak, then, that in the meantime, thou devil’s gaet, to 
teach thee better manners!’ The apartment into which, 
with scarcely room to stand, 177 (our nnmhers having thus 
diminished from 200, on the march) human beings were 
thrust was, in fact, dug out of the rock, and, unless by a 

small narroAV windorv towards the sea, had no means of 

As the night advanced, the 

heat hecame intolcrahlc, and a sense of suffocation, the 
most painful of any to which our frail nature can he ex- 
posed, seemed to tlircaten an excruciating, if not an imme- 
diate death. In vain we knocked, and called upon the 


admitting cither light or air. 
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gujir<.l, 3-11(1 implored a little air, and asked water, for God 
and mercy’s sake. We were only answered by scoffs and 
jeers. At last nature, in many instances being entirely worn 
out, gave way. Some turned tlieir beads over upon tbe 
sliouldcr of the persons nearest them, as if in the act of 
drinking water, and expired — others lost their reason en- 
tirely, struck out furiously around them, tore their own 
liair and that of others, and then went off in strong and 
liideous convulsions. Happier were they, at this awful 
midnight hour, who entered this dungeon with a feeble 
step, and in a wasted state of bodily strength; for their 
struggle was short, and their death comparatively easy 
they died ere midnight. But far otherwise was it with 
many upon whom God had bestowed youth, health, and 
unimpaired strength. They stood the contest long; and 
frcfiuently, after they appeared to be dead, awoke again in 
renewed strength, and ten times increased suffering. After 
the fatal discovery was made, that the door was not to be 
opened, the rush toward the opposite window became abso- 
lutely intolerable. The feeble were trodden down, and even 
the strong wasted their strength in contending with each 
other. 

IMorning at last dawned, and our prison-door flew sud- 
denly open. The governor’s lady had learned our fate; and, 
even at the risk of giving offence to her lord, she had ordered 
us air and water, whilst he still slept. “ O woman, woman,” 
exclaims Mr Quentin Dick, in his MS. before me, “ thou 
art, and hast ever been, an angel. What does not man — 
what do not we owe thee ? ” 

In a word, more than the half perished on that dreadful 
night, and amongst those who were ultimately liberated by 
order in council, were the individuals who have been par- 
ticularised in this narrative. 

Header, we inquire not into thy political creed — we ask 
not whether thou art a Whig or a Tory, a Conservative 

2G0 
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or a Kadical— we can allow thee to he an honest and con- 
scientioiia man, on all these suppositions: all we ask of 
thee is this, Art thou a man?'' The inference is inevitable. 

Perhaps some may wish to know what became of Euphan 
Thriepland, Jamie M‘Birnie, and Jcanie Wilson. We are 
happy that, owing to an accidental occurrence, we can throw 
some light upon the subject. Last time we were in Dum- 
fries-sliire, and in Closeburn, our native parish, we read upon 
the door of a change-house, in the village of Croalchapcl, 
this inscription, “Whisky, Ale, and British Spirits, sold 
here, by James M'Birnie.” The coincidence of the name 
revived my long-obscurcd recollection of the past, and led, in 
fact, ultimately to the whole of this narrative. We learned, 
from an old bedrid woman, the grandmother of this James, 
that he of Dunnottar celebrity had returned to Edinburgh 
and married Jeanie Wilson; that he had taken auld aunt 
Euphan home to their dwelling; and had been employed 
for several years after the Eevolution, as a nursery and seeds- 
man, in Edinburgh; that, having realised a comi^etenc}’’, 
they had ultimately retired to their native iDarish of Close- 
burn, and had tenanted a small farm called Stepends; that 
their son had been a drover, and unsuccessful even to bank- 
ruptcy; and that the family were now reduced to the con- 
dition which we beheld. 


III. — PEDEN S FAREWELL SERMOiSr. 

We believe there never was such a sad Sabbath witnessed, 
as that upon which nearly four hundred of the Established 
clergy of Scotland preached their farewell sermons and ad- 
dresses to their several congregations. It was a day, as the 
historians of that period express it, of “ wailing, and of 
loud lamentation, as the weeiiing of Jazer, when the lords 
of the heathen had broken down her principal plants; and 
as the mourning of Eachel, who wept for her children, and 
vrould not be comforted.’' 


r EDEN’S FAPvEWELL SERMON. 


115 


On tbe 4th day of October, 1662, a council, under tho 
commission of the infatuated and ill-advised Middleton, 
was held at Glasgow; and, in an hour of brutal intoxication, 
it was resolved and decreed that all those ministers of the 
Church of Scotland who had, by a popular election, entered 
upon their cures since the year 1649, should, in the first 
instance, be arrested, nor permitted to resume their pulpits, 
or draw their stipends, till they had received a presentation 
at the hands of the lay patrons, and submitted to induction 
from the diocesan bishop. In other words, Presb} terj’", 
whiclr liad been so dearly purchased, and was so acceptable 
to the people of Scotlarrd, was to be superseded by Prelacy; 
and the mandate of the prince, or of his privy council, was 
to be considered in future as hr all matters whether 
civil or ecclesiastical. It was not to be supposed that the 
descendants and admirers of Ivrrox, arrd Hamilton, arrd 
Welsh, and Melville could calmly and passively submit 
to this; and accordingly the 20tli day of October— the 
last Sabbath which, without conformity to the orders in 


council, the proscribed ministers were permitted to preach— 
was a dfiy anticipated with anxious feelings, arrd aftervards 
remembered to their dying day, by all who witnessed it. 
It was our fortune, in early life, to be acquainted with an 
old man, upwards of ninety, an inhabitant of the Aullage 
of Glcnlucc, whose grandfather was actually present at the 
farewell or parting sermorr which Mr Peden, the author of 
the famous irrophccics whiclr bear his name, delivered on 
this occasion to his parishioners. We have conversed with 
this aged chronicler so frcqucirtly arrd so fully uporr the 
subject, that we believe we can give a pretty faithful report 
of what was then delivered by Peden. 

I remember well (contiirued, according to my authority, 
the old chronicler)— I mind it well, it seems but as yester- 
day — the morning of this truly awful and rrot-to-bc-forgotten 
dny. It had been rain in the night-time, and the morning 
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was dark and cloudy— the mist trailed like the smoke o’ a 
fmmace, white and ragged, alang the hill-taps. The heavens 
above seemed, as it were, to scowl upon the earth beneath. 
I rose early, as was my wont on the Sabbath morning, and 
hitched away towards the tap o’ the Briock. I had only 
continued, it micht be, an hour in private meditation and 
prayer, when I heard the eight-o’clock bells beginning to 
toll. Indeed, I could hear, from the place where I was, 
I may say, every bell in the presbytery. Th« sound o’ 
these bells is still in my ears — it was unusually sweet and 
melodious; and yet there was something very melancholy 
in the sound. I thought on the blood of the saints by 
which these bells had been purchased; upon the many 
souls, now gone to a better jolace, who had been summoned 
to a preached gospel by these bells; and I thought, too, on 
the sad alteration which a few hours would produce, when 
the pulioits would be deserted by the worthy Presb3derian 
ministers who filled them, and be filled, it micht be, by 
Pielatical curates wolves in sheep’s clothing, and fushion- 
less preachers at the best. Even at this early hour, I 
could see, every here and there, blue bonnets, and black- 
and-white plaids, and scarlet mantles, mixing with and 
coming forth every now and then from the broken and 
creeping mist. The Lord’s own covenanted flock were e’en 
gaun awa to pluck a mouthfu (it micht be the last) o’ hale- 
some and sanctified pasture. 

The doors o’ the kirk o’ New Luce had been thrown 
open early in the morning; but, owing to an immense con- 
course of people, a tent had been latterly erected on the 
brow face, immediately opposite to the kirk-stile, and the 
multitude had settled, and were, when we arrived, settling 
down, like bees around their queen, on all sides of it. 
Having advanced suddenly over the height, and come all 
at once within view of this goodl^^ assembljq I found 
them engaged, as was their customaiy, till the minister's 
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appearance, in psalm-singing. A portion of the Thirty- 
second Psalm had been selected by the pieceiitoi, and he 
was in the act of (jiving out, as it is termed, these appro- 
priate and comforting lines — 

Thou art my hiding-place; thou shalt 
From trouble set me free; 

And with songs of deliverance 
About shall compass me ” — 

when Peden made his appearance above the brow of the ad- 
joining linn, where he had probably been engaged for some 
time in preparatory and private devotion. He advanced with 
thcpnlpit Bible under his arm, and with a rapid, though 
occasionally a hesitating, step. All eyes were at once turned 
upon liim; but he seemed lost in meditation, and altogether 
careless or unconscious of his exposed situation. His 
figure was diminutive, but his frame athletic and his step 
(la.stic. He wore a blue bomict, from beneath which his 
dark hair flowed out over his shoulders, long, lank, and 
dishevelled. His complexion was sallow, but his eyes 
dark, keen, and penetrating. He had neither gown nor 
band, but had his shirt-neck tied up with a narrow stock 
of uncommon whiteness. Thus habited, he approached the 
congregation, who rose up to make way for him, ascended 
the ladder attached to the back-door of the tent, and forth- 
wdth ]n’occcdcd to the duties of the day. 

‘‘Therefore watch and remember; for the space of three 
years I ceased not to warn every one, night and dajg with 

tears. 

These words of the text were read out in a firm, though 
somewhat sluill and squeaking tone of voice; and as he 
lifted up his eyes from the sacred page, and looked east 
and west around him, there was a general preparatory 
cough, and adjustment of position and dress, which clearly 
bcsiioke the protracted attention which was about to be 
given. And, truly, although he continued to discourse 
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from twelve o’clock till dusk, I cannot say tliat I felt tired 
or hungry. Nor did it appear that the speaker’s strength 
or matter hriled him—nay, he even rose into a degree of 
lerviil and impressive eloquence towards the close which 
none who were present ever heard equalled. 

And now,” my friends,” continued he, in a concluding 
appeal to their consciences-‘^and now I am gaun to warn 
ye anent the future, as wcel as to admonish you o’ the 
past, lyil see and hear nae mair o’ puir Sandy Peden 
after this days wark is owre. See ye that puir bird” (at 
tins moment a hawk had darted down, in view of the 
whole congregation, in pursuit of its prcy)-“see ye that 
puir panting laverock, which has now crossed into that 
dark and deep linn, for safety and for refuge from the claws 
and tlie beak of its pursuer ? I’ll tell ye what, my freends 
the twasomc didna drift down this way frae that dark 
chid, and along that bleak heathery brac-hice, for naething. 
They were sent, they were commissioned; and if ye had 
arisen to your feet, ere they passed, and cried, ‘ Sliue ! ’ ye 
couldna liae frichtened them oot o’ their mission. They 
cam to testify o’ a persecuted remnant, and o’ a cruel 
pursuing foe— o’ a kirk which will soon hae to betak hersel 
like a bird to the mountains, and o’ an enemy which will 
not allow her to rest, by night nor by day, even in the 
dark recesses o the rocks, or amidst the damp and cauld 
mosses o the hills. They cam, and they war welcome, to 
gie auld Sandy a warning, too, and to bid him tak the bent 
as fast as possible; to flee, even this very nicht, for the 
pursuer is even nigh at hand. But, hool}', sirs, we maunna 
part till our wark is finished; as an auld writer has it — 
‘till our work is finished, we are immortal.’ I hae e’en 
dune my best, as saith an apostle, amang j'e; and I hae 
this day the consolation, and that’s no sma’, to think that 
my juiir exertions hae been rewarded wi’ some sma’ success. 

A ud had it 'been Ilis plan, or iilcasure, to have jiermitted 
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me to lay down my auld banes, when I had nae mair use 
for them, beneath ane o’ the through-stanes there, I ca^a 
Bay but I wad hae been content. But, since it’s no His 
giiid and sovereign pleasure, I hae ae request to mak before 
we separate this nicht, never in this place to meet again. 
(Hereupon the sobbing and the bursting forth of hitherto 
suppressed sorrow was almost universal.) “Ye maun a’ 
stand upon your feet, and lift up your hands, and swear, 
before the great Head and Master o’ the Presbyterian 
Kirk o’ Scotland ” (there was a general rising and show of 
hands, whilst the speaker continued), “ that, till an inde- 
pendent Presbyterian minister ascend the pulpit, you will 

never enter the door o’ that kirk mam; and let this be the 
solemn league and covenant betwixt you and me, and be- 
twixt my God and your God, in all time coming ! Amen ! 

—so let it be !” 

In this standing position, which we had thus almost in- 
sensibly assumed, the last prayer or benediction was heard, 
and the concluding psalm was sung— 

For lie in bis pavilion shall 
Lie hide in evil days, 

In secret of his tent me hide, 

And on a rock me raise.” 

I never listened to a sound or beheld a spectacle more 
overpowering. The night-cloud had come down the hill 
above us— the sun had set. It was twilight; and the 
united and full swing of the voice of praise ascended 
through the veil of evening, from the thousands of lips, 
even to the gate of heaven. Whilst we continued singing, 
our venerable pastor descended from the tent the Word 
of God in his hand, and the accents of praise on his lips; 
and at the concluding line he stood fairly and visibly out 
by himself, upon the entry towards the east door of the 
kirk. Having shut the door and locked it, in the view 
and in the hearing of the people, he knocked upon it thrice 
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with the back of the pulpit Bible, accompanying this action 
with these words, audibly and distinctly pronounced — 

“I arrest thee in my Master’s name, that none ever 
enter by thee, save those who enter by the door of Presby- 
tery.” So saying, he ascended tlie wall at the kirk-stile, 
spread his arms abroad to their utmost stretch, and in the 
most solemn and impressive manner dismissed the multi- 
tude. 

Although Peden was thus banished from that pulpit to 
which, during the civil wars, he had been elected by the 
unanimous voice of a most attached people, he did not 
thereupon, or therefore, refrain entirely from exercising his 
function as a minister of the Gospel; but, having betaken 
himself to those fastnesses which lie betwixt Wigton and 
Ayrshire, he was in the habit of assembling, occasionally, 
around him the greater part of his congregation, as well as 
many belonging to the neighbouring i^arishes, In the 
meantime, after several months’ vacancy, a young and 
half-educated lad from Aberdeen was appointed by the 
government in the capacity of curate. This person was, of 
course, hated by the parish; but this hatred was exalted to 
abhorrence, in consequence of his immoral and unclerical 
life and conversation. 

William Smith and Jessie Lawson were the children, the 
first of a respectable farmer, and the other of a pious, though 
poor widow woman. There had been some diflSculties in 
the way of the lovers — 

For the course of true love never yet run smooth;” 


but these had at last been removed, and the young couple 
were about to be united, with the consent of relatives, in 
the honourable bands of matrimony. But the young and 
dissolute curate had caught a glimpse of Jessie; and, having 
been fiiscinated by her beauty, had not been backward in 
signifying, both to mother and daughter, his honoiunble 
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(for they really were so in this case) intentions. Janet, 
however, was too sound a Covenanter to give her con- 

sent. 

“Ka, na,” she continued; “my hahn, I wot weel, has 
been baptised by the holy Mr W elsh, and she has lang sucked 
in the milk o’ the true and Covenanted Word, frae worthy 
and godly Mr Peden, and it will ill become her to turn her 
back on her first lover, for the sake o’ ony yearthly concern 

whatever.” 

In the meantime winter drew on, with its frosts, and its 
blasts, and its snows, and the lovers became more and more 
anxious to be united in the bands of hallowed love, in con- 
sequence of the pressing and importunate addresses of the 
curate. Here, however, a difficulty occurred, which was, 
however, overcome, by bribing the schoolmaster, as session- 
clerk, to proclaim them to empty benches, and by obtain- 
ing Peden’s consent to perform the marriage -ceremony 
on their producing the requisite evidence of proclamation. 
The place appointed was the Bogle Glen, and the time mid- 
night, on the second day of January, 1684. The night— 
for such meetings were usually held during night was 
stormy; there being a considerable degree of snow-drift; 
but Peden was not easily diverted from his purpose; nor 
was his audience unaccustomed to such exposures. So the 
night-meeting for religious worship took place beneath the 
Gleds’ Craig, from the brow or apron of which the minister 
officiated. Beneath him, huddled together under plaids, 
stood his devoted and attentive congregation, whilst the 
moon looked dowm at intervals on a landscape over which 
a frosty wind was ever and anon carrying the snow-drift. 
Beside the speaker were arranged, on chairs and stools, 
some young women bearing children to be baptised, and the 
youthful couple about to be united in marriage The usual 
service proceeded, and the voice of psalms was heard amidst 
the solemn stillness of the midnight hour. The children 
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were next baptised from an adjoining well, which presented 
itself opportunely, like the waters of Meribah, from a cleft 
of the rock. The young people had just been united, and 
Peden was in the act of iiroiiouncing the usual benediction, 
when the tramp of horses’ feet was suddenly heard; and, in - 
an instant, a discharge of muskets indicated but too surely 
the nature of tlie assault. All was challenge, capture, and 
dispersion; through which the screams of the young bride 
aiid the menacing voice of the curate were distinctly heard. 

About four o’clock of the same eventful night, the manse 
of New Luce was discovered to be on fire, and some hun- 
dreds of figures were seen congregated in frantic and me- 
nacing attitudes around it. At last a form was discovered, 
bearing off from the flames something which appeared to be 
inanimate. The curate’s screams were heard from his bed- 
room-window, and, by the assistance of the military, who 
had now arrived, he was relieved by a rope from his critical 
situation; and the young lovers were next mornmg dis- 
covered, safe and uniniui’ed, in their own home, and in each 

other’s arms. 


IV. 


THE EEnSECUTION OE THE M ^MICHAELS. 


The miseries of war are not confined to the battle-field 
and the actual return of the killed and wounded. There 
is an atmosphere of wo and intense suffering, which hangs 
dense and heavy over the whole theatre of war— the de- 
vastation and horrors of a wide-marching enemj^ advancing 
like tlie simoom of the desert, and converting hito a howl- 
ing wilderness the peopled and rejoicing district. 
extinouished by terror and deprivation, as well as by the 
sword; and with this difference, too, that the former pro- 
cess is so much the more severe that it is protmeted and 
defenceless. Civil war is, iu this respect in particular the 
most revolting of all. The animosities and resentments of 
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opposing parties are greatly exasperated by proximity of 
situation and community of country; and tlie revenge of 
the stronger directed upon the weaker jDarty is unifoimly 
iTitirkcd by iiictiiy sitrocitiGS. Of tliis character was^ nil- 
happily, the latter period of the domination of Charles IL, 
together with the whole four years of the Papistical infa- 
tuation of the second James. Men, women, and children 
were not only shot, drowned, and spiked, but thousands 
who escaped this extreme fate, were so worn out by watch- 
ings, and cold, and hunger, and mental anxieties, as to 
fall under the power of diseases from which they never re- 
covered. 

An instance illustrative of these remarks occurred, accord- 
ing to invariable tradition (partly oral, and partly written), 
in tlie Pass of Dalvecn, one of the wildest and most sublime 
localities in Dumfries-shire. In the days of which we 
speak, there were no mail-coaches, nor did the public road 
from Edinburgh to Dumfries pass, as now, through that 
most fearfully sublime ravine; all than was seclusion and 
solitude in that mountain retirement, where the winds met 
and mingled from many a converging glen; and the eagle and 
the raven divided the supremacy above. The site of the 
shepherd’s shieling is indeed still ascertainable by the depth 
of verdure which marks the departed walls; and the travel- 
ler may see it by the burn-side, almost half-way down the 
pass. 

The family which, during the latter period of the cight- 
and-twenty years’ persecution, occupied this humble dwell- 
ing was named M‘MichaeI. There were two brothers of 
that name; Daniel, who was a bachelor, and Gilbert, who 
was married, and the father of a son, now a lad of ten or 
twelve, and two daughters, still younger. The mother of 
these children vras a M‘Caig, a name immortalised in the 
annals of iiersecution. The two brothers, Gilbert and 
Daniel, had rendered themselves peculiarly obnoxious to 
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the epite and revenge of the curate of Durrisdeer, hy Iheir 
refueing to attend ordinances; and their obtaining baptism, 
and even, as times and occasions oifered, the seoliiig oi dinance 
of the Supper, from the hands of worthy Mr dVelsh. Besides 
all this, when hard prarsued one day in the pass, Daniel 
and Gilbert had defended themselves against a whole troop 
of Douglas’ dragoons, by occupying the rocky summits of 
the Lowthcr Hills, and precipitating loose and rebounding 
rocks on the pursuers beneath. It was on this occasion 
that “ Keel Rob,” of persecuting notoriety, had his shoulder- 
blade dislocated; and that Lieutenant James Douglas him- 
self, in his extreme eagerness to scale the steep, had two of 

his front teeth dislodged. . 

AViuter 1686 was peculiarly severe, and the proximi y 

of Drumlanrig Castle, the residence of the Qneensbeiy 

Douglases, rendered it exceedingly unsafe for the two ob- 
noxious brothers, in particular, to visit their hoine, unless 
it were by snatches, and at the dead hour f The 

natural consequence of all this was, that both brotheis lost 
their health, and that Gilbert, in particular, who was con- 
stitutionally infirm, contracted, or rather exasperated a ha 

couoh, which threatened serious consequences. It is <iuit 
true that a warm bed and the comforts of home might hare 

done much for the complaint; but Gilbert s ordinary 
room wms the damp extremity of a hollow in a lock, witl 
out fire, and with his plaid alone as a nightly 

Jannarv that Gilbert, in the presence of his family, and 
uiulcr liourly apprehension of a visit froni 

Ssom of his beloved wife, addressed them m words to 

o wif^: my clear children, and my beloved 

Daniel, stand round me, for I am dying. ®'*^°^j.ricd 

was much weeping, and the poor woman had to he 
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out of tlic room, nearly insensible. This pause was employed 
by Gilbert in secret prayer and ejaculation — 

“ Lord, lettest thou thy servant depart in peace ! — Lord, 
comfort the widow and the fatherless! — Lord, give strength 
for trial, and faith for dying like a Christian!” 

When the poor widow had been so far recovered as to 
be able to return to the bedside, the dying man proceeded, 
with frecpient pauses and much weakness, thus: — 

“ I hope I may say, though at an infinite distance, with the 
apostle Paul, I have fought a good fight. I have kept the 
faith — the faith of my Saviour, of his holy apostles, and of 
our Covenanted Kirk. I liave kept it in bad report, as well 
as in good - in tlie day of her extreme suffering, as well as 
wlieii godly I\Ir Brown was minister of Durrisdeer. They 
have driven me from my humble but happy home, and 
from my wife and children, to the mountain and the cave; 
but I have ever said— 


' I to the hills will lift mine eyes. 
From whence doth come mine aid, 
l^fy safety cometh from the Lord.’ 


And I have ever found it so. I have been shot at, pursued, 
hunted like a wild beast, and exposed to disease, and pain, 
and extreme weakness — whilst I w^as, unless at intervals, 
denied the voice that soothes, the truth that cheers, and 
the looks of sympathy that mitigate in the extremest suffer- 
ing; and I am now, if it shall please God to withhold for 
a little the foot of the merciless and the ungodly — I am 


now about to close my testimony by sealing it with my 


latest breath.” 


This exertion was too niuch for his exhausted strength, 

O 7 

and it seemed to all that life had fled; when, after a few 
short and heavy respirations, he again proceeded — “ Lord, 
give me strength for this last, this parting effort in this our 
covenanted cause!— Now, my dearly beloved, I leave you; 
for I hear my Master’s call, and the Spirit and the Bride 
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! I IcshVG you witli this Isist^ this dying n^dvioBi 

I^et nothing deprive you of your crown, hold fast your in- 
tegrity; for He whom you will serve will come quickly, and 

terrible will his coming be to all his enemies. 

Enemies, indeed!” vociferated Eieuteiiant Douglas, who 
had uni^erceived entered the apartment: ‘‘those enemies, 
friend Gibby, are nearer, I trow, than ye wot, and ready, 
with leave of this good company here, to take special care 
that his majesty’s enemies shall be suitably provided for. 
Come, budge, old Benty, and you too of the lions den. 
Come— ray lambs, here, will be more difficult to manage 
than the lions of your Jewish namesake. Gome, Mr Dan-- 
up, and be going; for the day breaketh apace, and it will 

be pleasant pastime just to give us a stave of the d^th 
psalm under the old thorn, on the brae face yonder. Red 
Rob’s shoulder, here, has sworn a solemn league and cove- 
nant against you; and, as to my two front teeth, they aie 
complete nonconformists to AVhigs and Whiggery, through 


all generations. Amen ! ” 

In vain was all this profane barbarity poured on the cais 
of the dead man; old Gilbert bad breathed his last at the 
very hrst perception of Douglas’ presence- his God had in 
mercy withdrawn him from his last and most seyere trial. 

“ Look there! look there! look there!” were the first arti- 
culate accents which crossed the lips of the distracted widow; 
“look, ye sons o’ Belial- ye men o’ bluid--on the pa e and 

lifeless victim o’ yer horrid persecution. Ay, aftwi him . 

(for Douglas had now approached the hod, a.s if to " 

that no deception had been practised upon lum) atf v i 
him, to the croft, or to the maiden, or to the 

shoot him, head him, hang Yer taj. 

(Hysterically screaming.) “ He has escaped ye a Yer bal 

ets canna pierce him; yer flames caima scorch him, yer 

malice cam4 reach him yonder.” (Pointing at the ai^ 

time upwards.) “ There, oven there, whar ye and y ei band 
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ghall never enter, the v'iched cease from troubling, and. the 
weary, ay, thank God! the weary are at rest, Eest here, 
indeed, they had none; but there they shall rest, when ye 

shall lie tormented 1” 

“Come, come, Mother Testimony, give us no more of 
your blarney. Let us only over the shank yonder, and 
3 'ou and your whelps there may yelp and howl till the day 
of judgment, if you please. But as for you, friend Dan” 
(speaking ironically, and imitating the Covenanting lan- 
guage and manner), “docs the Spirit move thee to budge? 
—has the Lord dealt bountifully v/itli thee ?— and will he 
‘save tlicc from six troubles, yea, from seven?’ Come, 
come, friend,” taking him rudely b}' the aim, and pulling 
him, with the assistance of Bed Rob, towards the door. 

‘ Tlic Si)irit and the Bride say. Come;’ there is a maiden 
longing for thy embrace— yea, a maiden whose lovers 
have been many, and whose embrace is somewhat close. 
But she, having taken up her residence in the guid town of 
Edinburgh, is afar off; but, lost thou shouldst feel disap- 
pointment, my lambs here have become somewhat frisky 
of late, and they will be most happy to give thee a little 
matrimonial music, to the tunc of ‘ IMakc ready, present, 

fire!’” 

Daniel M‘Michael had long been accustomed to view 
death as a messenger of peace. His days— now manifestly 
numbered— had been sorely troubled. His faith in his 
Saviour was, with him, not a fluctuating, but a fixed prin- 
ciple; like Stephen, he might ascend to sec heaven opened 
—and his soul was long absent in fervent prayer. He 
prayed for a pcLsccutcd kirk, for a persecuted remnant, for 
his friends, and for his enemies, even those whose hands 
were raised against his life. 

“ The guid Lord,” said he, “ forgive ye, for ye know not 
what ye do. The thief on the cross was forgiven; David, 
the murderer, was forgiven; and e’eu Judas himself may 
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have obtained mercy. Oh, ye puir, infatuated, godless 
band it is not for myself that I pray~-it is for you; for, 
when the day of wrath arrives, where will ye flee to? To 
the hills ? — they will be cast into the sea. To the rocks ? 
they will have melted with fervent heat- To the linns and 
the glens ? — but where will ye find them, in that great and 

notable day of the Lord * ^ . . i v • 

Daniel was proceeding thus, when Red Rob struck him 

over the head with the handle of his sword. 

“Down to the earth with thee and thy everlastmg jaw. 

We want none of thy prayers and petitiomngs. We are 

Kin Charles’ men, and our God is our captain, our rewar 

our pay, our heaven is our mess-room, and our eternity an 

hour’s kissing of a bonny lass. 

Here the commander interfered, and the poor vie im 

raised, though scarcely able to stand on his legs, from the 

stun of tli6 Tblovr. ^ ,,, .-i 

“ And now,” said Douglas, “ for the^ last time, wilt thou 

conform, and preserve thy life, or die?” hand 

The poor man groaned, and fell on his knees, 
wa. re/no ved to a distance, and iu a few -con^ " 
rose white and whirling from the hill-side. The ork of 

death was done ! t i j- +io « 

There is a small clump of old thorns winch faces the 

hi-rli-road from Dumfries to Edinburgh, as it enters the 

Pass of Dalveeu from the south. At the lower extrem y 

of this woodland patch, there is a grey rock or stone, coveied 
oi nils VV UU whilst resting against 


with a thick coating of moss. , x -u p Unif on 

this stone, that Daniel MAIichael was shot, about half-an- 

hoiir posterior to the cruelties which have been narrated. 

A stone, with a suitable inscription, has been 

of Durrisdeer; whilst a marble and gilt 

most elevaut and tasteful character, occupies the n hole ol 
So aisk or nave of the church. The latter monument per- 
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pctuates the memory and the virtues of the noble family of 
Uougias; whilst the former rude and now mutilated flag- 
stone mentions an act of atrocity perpetrated by a cadet of 
the family. In that day when the secrets of families and 
iiidivi'liutls shall be made known, it shall be manifested 
whose memory and virtues best deserve to be perpetuated. 

Tlie eldest daughter of Mrs Janet M‘Michael or M‘Caig 
was married, after the Revolution, to the second son (John) 
of Thomas Harkness of Mitch elslacks, from whom, in a 
lineal descent, the author of these scraps derives his birth. 
Is it to be wondered at, then, that we feel, through every 
drop of blood and ramification of nerves, a devoteduess 
to the great cause of constitutional freedom and rational 
refoi’in? But we hope the cause of political liberty may 
never be mixed up with the eoncerns of that Church which 
our ancestors founded on the dead bodies of martyrs, and 
cemented with tlieir blood. We may return to this subject 
again, for we have yet many recollections to record. 


2G1 
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THE STORY OP TOM BERTRAM. 


Boor Tom Bertram ! His story is a sad one; and yet I 
love to talk of it. It affords me a melancholy ideasure. in 
my old age, to conjure up the memories of the past, and to 
recall those happy days when Tom and I enjoyed together 
the freshness of youth and friendship. We were horn in 
the same village of Roxburghshire, educated at the same 
Border school, entered as reefers together in the Honourable 
East India Company’s service, and for fourteen years we 
were shipmates and firm friends. His voyage of life has 
long been over; and my crazy old hulk must founder ere 
long. But a truce to reflection. I must proceed with my 
story; and, if I do make myself tedious by my digressions, 
forgi\'c the fond garrulity of an old sailor, who loves to linger 
upon every trifling recollection of a lost and A-alued friend. 

Tom Bertram was an orphan, the son of a respectable 
farmer in Roxburghshire, v/ho, on his death-bed, left his 
boy to the care and protection of my maternal uncle. It 
V as impossible to live long in Tom’s company without loving 
him. He was frame, daring, and active — a stranger to fear, 
^^^1 3 st gentle and affectionate in the extreme; and when 
I add to this, tuat he was one of the handsomest youths 
ever beheld, can it be wondered at that he was an object of 
favour and admiration to all our village belles ? Tom. how- 
ever, laughed aud joked, aud talked sentiment with them 
all, but his heart remained untouched — his time had not 
3 ct come: and it was with a merry heart, and pleasant an- 
ticipations of the future, that lie took his seat beside me on 
the coach that was to convey us to London. I will pass 
over our first impressious of all the novelties we saw and 
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heard there; suffice it to say, that the consciousness of being 
amoncr strangers and aliens made us cling with the fonder 
warmth to each other; and every voyage we made together 
only served to strengthen the ties of our mutual regard. 
Years had i^asscd by, and we had both risen gradually, 


tliough slowly, in our profession, and had always contrived 
to got appointed to the same ship. The last voyage we 
sailcyl together, I was fourth, and Tom fifth, mate of the 
Cornwallis, Indiaman; and we were both in the same 
watch. Every one acquainted with board-ship affairs knows 
liow perfectl}'' compatible the greatest intimacy and fa- 
miliarity arc with the strictest discipline; and how habi- 
tually and instantaneously the frankness of friendly inter- 
course gives place to the formality of nautical etiquette, 
wlicncver the duty of the ship requires their alternation. 
Tom and I were like brothers; but he never forgot that ho 
was my junior officer, and never by any chance took ad- 
vantage of my friendship for him by ill-timed familiarity. 
One fine moonlight night, we were lying becalmed within 
the tropics, whistling and invoking St Antonio in vain, for 
no breeze came. Ecautiful are those calm tropical nights 
to the lovers of the picturesque, though sadly trying to 
the patience of the mariner. The xvaicli were all lying in 
various attitudes about the decks in deep slumber; the 


helmsman was standing at his post— but wdiether asleep 
or aAvake wms of little consequence, for the rudder wars 
powerless; there Avas not a cloud in the dark blue sky, 
and the moon and stars Avere shining with almost dazzling 
brightness, and looking provokingly placid and happy; 
the surface of the sea Avas smooth as the smoothest glass, 
jind in its undulating mirror gave back a vivid reflection 
of the brilliant canopy aboAm; there was a long silvery 
path of light from the h.orizon to the ship; and the scene 
Avas altogether uncommonly beautiful, and uncommonly 
provoking to the officer of the Avatch. And there, m the 



132 


TALES OF T] 


E BOSDEBS^ 


midst of all the splendour and beauty of jiature, lay our 
noble ship, one of the finest specimens of man’s proud art, 
helpless and powerless as a new-born babe— rolling, and 
tossing, and tumbling about — her lofty prow rising and fall- 
ing as if doing homage to the majesty of ocean; while the 
moon and stars seemed to smile in quiet scorn at her 
unwieldy movements. Oh, the tedium and weariness of a 
calm night-watch at sea!— the anxious look around and 
aloft, to see if any cat's-paw is ruffling the water, or if any 
stray air has found its way into the flying-Utes; the low, 
impatient whistle; and the common but unintelligible and 
un accountable ejaculation of “ Blow, good breeze, and I’ll 
give you a soldier 1 ” Bertram was standing at the gang- 
way, with his arm and head resting on the rail, and mut- 
tering to himself, I approached him just in time to 
hear — 

“ For tlien sweet dreams of other days arise. 

And memory breathes her vesper sigh to thee.” 


“Ah, Tom, sentimentalising? I have some hopes of 
you now. Who is the object of yom- vesper sigh, if it is a 
fair question ? — which of the thousand-and-one flowers in 
your garden of love has left the memory of its fragrancy in 
yoiu- heart ? ” 

“hlonsense, Harry,” said he, colouring; “I have some- 
thing else to do than to pine and sigh for a lady’s love. 
What a lovely night it is I ” 

“Yes,” said I — “lovely enough for a high-flying, senti- 
mental lover, but anything but pleasing to a plain, straight- 
forward fellow like myself But, joking apart, Tom, you 
have not been yourself this voyage; you go through your 
duties actively enough, it is true, but evidently quite me- 
chanically. Yom’ heart is elsewhere. Do not be afraid of 
malcing me your confidant — I will not betray you; trust 
your secret sorrow, whatever it may be, to 9?ie/ if I cannot 
assist, I can at all events sympathise with you.” 
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** Thank you kindly, Harry,” said he — believe you 
from my heart. You have made a right guess for once in 

your life. I am in love.” 

“ Well, make a clean breast of it at once, and tell me 
who your Dulcinea is; that, if I have the felicity of her 
acquaintance, we may hold eloquent discourse of her charms 

together.” 

“ Well, Harry, you remember Miss ” 

“ Holloa ! there’s a breeze coming at last — ^beg your par- 
don, Tom,” said I, springing up on the poop for a better 
view; and there it was, sure enough, coming up on the lar- 
board quarter, with a cool, fresh, rippling sound, roughen- 
ing the surface of the swell before it. 

“ Forecastle there ! ” 

“ Sir ? ” replied Tom. 

“Rig out the foretopmast and topgallant-studdingsail 
booms, Mr Bertram, and bear a hand with the sails.” 

Ay, ay, sir.” 

“Maintop there !— rig out the topgallant-studdingsail 
boom ! ” 

“ Ay, ay, sir.” 

“All ready with the stunsails forward, sir,” cried Ber- 
tram. 

“ Very well. Forward there the watch ! — run the stim- 
sails up. Forecastle there ! — swing the lower boom ! ” 

“Ay, ay, sir.” 

In twenty minutes the ship was under a cloud of canvas, 
and moving rapidly through the water, the ropes were all 
coiled down, and the watch again on their beam-ends. 

“ Stea-dy ! ” called the quartermaster. 

“ Steady it is ! ” answered the man at the helm. 

“ I told you so, Bill,” muttered one of the afterguard to 
his neighbour — “I knowed as how we’d have a breeze when 
I throwed my old shoe overboard.” 

“Now, Tom,” said I, “make an end of your confession. 
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You asked me if I remembered Miss wbat’a her 

name ? ” 

“Kate Fotlieringbam.” 

If a tliunderbolt bad fallen at my feet, it could hardly 
have startled me more than did the unexpected mention of 
tliat name. I felt myself turn pale— the blood seemed to 

creep and curdle in my veins, and a sensation of mortal 
sickness and faintness came over me. 

Tom observed my emotion, and exclaimed, in great 
alarm — 

“ Harry, how ill you look ! "What is the matter with 
you ? ” 

“ Kothiag,” said I— “ a sudden spasm— but it is gone.” 

And, with desperate resolution, I gulped down the emo- 
tion which almost choked my utterance, and listened with 
patience while Tom proceeded, with all a lover’s enthusiasm, 
to cx]iatiatc U2)on the charms of his mistress. He had so 
long confined his feelings to his own bosom, that, when he 
gave them free vent, their sudden and torrent-like out- 
pouring was almost overwhelming. Kapidly and fervidly 
did he depict his first sensations; glowingly and fondly did 
he dwell upon the personal charms and mental amiabihties 
of his adored one; and, in hurning words, he expressed his 
liai)]uncss in the certainty that he was beloved again. Alas, 
lioor fclloAv ! he little knew that every kind expression of 
his mistress went like a dagger to the heart of his friend ! 
And yet so it was; for, in the innermost recesses of my 
heart, hidden from all mortal knowledge save my own, I 
had enshrined an idol— and that idol was Kate Fothering- 
ham. ’Tis true, I had bowed before it in vain. I had 
oflered up to her the incense of my first love; it had filled 
the temple, but made no impression upon the divinity. 
l\Iv loA'e was hopeless, but constant. But it is necessary 
that I should explain myself; and to do so I must go 
back. 
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The Rev. Thomas Fotheringliam was minister of the 

Parish of L , and the father of two beauteous daughters, 

of whom Kate was the youngest. She was indeed a 
lovely creature — full of life and animation, sparkling and 
joyous; her complexion was delicately brilliant, and her 
bright blue eyes shot forth their playful glances from the 
covert of the most beautiful flaxen ringlets in the world. 
■\Vhen she shook back her hair from her forehead, and her 

laugh. 

Without any control 

But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul,” 

and displayed teeth of pearly whiteness, she was indeed a 
tiling to be wondered at and admired. 

m ♦ 

Mr Fotlicringham had been an intimate fiiciid of my 

father, and I had gone to spend a few weeks at L 

JMansc, on my last return home. When I had seen Kate 
some years before, she was a pretty, interesting child, and 
used, in her playfulness, to call me her sailor husband; 
liow great was ray surprise, when I met her again, to find 
the playful child transformed into the tall, graceful, elegant 
woman ! It was impossible to see Kate rotheringham 
without admiring her beauty: I soon found that it was im- 
l;ossible to know her without loving her. She was as good 
as slio was lovely, and was almost adored by the poor of 
the parish, to whom she was like a ministering angel. Her 
great delight was in distributing food and clothing to the 
poor and needy; and her sweet smile and soothing tone of 
sympathy were balm to the melancholy mourner, and to 
the bruised and broken spirit. Was it wonderful that, 
living as I did in the most friendly intimacy with such a 
being, listening to her praises from all quarters, hearing the 
sweet music of her voice as she warbled the simple melodies 
of her native land— was it wonderful that I loved her? 
Yes ! I more than loved her. Love is too tame, too com- 
monplace a tci 111 for my feelings. I adored her— I bowed 
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female loveliness and amiability combined; and he felt that, 
with such a comi^anion, he might reasonably expect to re- 
alise his briglitest dreams of mundane happiness. He con- 
sulted my uncle, who had always loved him as a son, and 
who intended him to be his heir; and laying before him the 
state of his affections, told him that' he waited but for his 
consent to prosecute his suit. My uncle was delighted with 
liis confession, and with the object of his choice, and gave 
him his consent and blessing; at the same time giving him 
to understand that Kate should not marry a beggar. Kate’s 
licart, almost unconsciously to herself, had long been his; 
and she was too frank and artless to attempt to veil it from 
him when he made his proposals. It was agreed that their 
marriage was to take place when he returned from his next 
voyage, and that, in the meantime, their engagement was 
to be kept secret. 

Oh, how I had envied my happy rival! How often had 
I longed, with eager curiosity, to see the man who had 
gained the heart of such a glorious creature! And now 
lie stood before me— the dearest friend of my heart, from 
whom I had never had but one concealment — he whom I 
had loved as a brother, and watched over with more than 
a brother’s love -was the being who, unconsciously, stood 
between me and happiness— who had blighted and withered 
the fondest aspirations of my heart. Oh, the conflict of 
feelings within me ! Had he but confided in me sooner, 
what misery might he not have spared me ! Thank Hea- 
ven! friendship and justice conquered at last. I resolved 
to keep my secret, though my heart should break; his know- 
ledge of it could not benefit me, but would only distress and 
grieve him, and, perhaps, cast a cloud over that friendship 
which was now the chief remaining solace of my life. It 
was with a smiling face, therefore, but with an aching 
bosom, that I shook hands with Tom that night; and well 
did T keep my secret, for he died in ignorance of it. 
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my heart before her very footsteps: but I felt that I wa^ 
ot loved again. The very frankness and innocent fa- 
uil aiity of her manner towards me, while it fascinated 
naddened me; for I knew that I was wilfully deceiving 
in3^self; tliat she looked upon me as a friend-a brother-^ 
Hothmg more. Fool that I was !- knowing all this-lmow- 
iiig, in my own secret heart, that every day, every hour, I 
as only storing up bitterness for myself-I still fluttered 
lound the flame that was consuming me. At last, one even- 
ing, my long-suppressed feelings burst forth. Some expres- 
sion of Kate acted as a spark to the train of passion that 

as I3 mg smouldering within my breast, and I know 

not what I said— but my heart was in the words; I only 
mow that I was miserable. Kate was agitated, surprised, 
and aftccted. She esteemed and admired me, she said; but 
her heart was not her own. We parted with mutual sor- 
row, and with a promise, on her part, never to mention tlie 
occurrences of that evening; and with a determination on 
miuc to smother my fechngs, and with firm resolve to tear 

lier image from my heart for ever. Weak and vain resolu- 
tion .'- that image will go with me to my grave. 

Tom went on to tell me that he had gone, with my uncle, 


his guardian, on a visit to L 


, three 3Tars before, and 


that he had not been long domesticated there before he felt 
the influence of those charms Avhich had proved so fatal to 
my peace. He was the constant companion of the 3'oung 
ladies in all their rambles, had witnessed their various deeds 
of unostentatious charity and benevolence, and was in the 
habit of listening with pleasure to the warm and unso- 
lihisticated praises lavished upon them by every dependant 
and cottager around them. His heart had hitherto resisted 
the fascinations of beaut3'', and he had learned to look upon 
it as a “prctty plaything,” accompanied, as he had hitherto 
seen it, with superficial accomplishments and frivolous em- 
plovmeut. But Iicre was all his fancy had ever nictured of 
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As we were going into the mess-bertli next mointeg „ 
breakfast, we met Ben, the servant, looking as grave as an 
owl, with a face as long as the maintop-bowline. 

“What’s the matter, Ben?” said Tom. 

“ O sir ! we’ll soon know what’s the matter: the cow died 


* 


this morning ! 




Tom burst into a roar of laughter, and asked what that 
had to do with his long face. 

“ It’s no laughing matter, sir,” said the man; “ I never 

knew any good come to a ship when the cow died: but we’ll 
SCO before long.” 

We were both much amused at the man’s newfangled 
superstition, as we thought it, as we had never before heard 
of this. 




I have been told a story,” said I, “ of a cat influencing 
the destinies of a ship, but Ijiever heard a cow so highly 
lionourcd before.” 


“A cat!” said Tom 


<< 


what do you mean? 




a 


It’s an old story,” said I; “but, as 3'ou seem not to have 
heard it, I will enlighten you on the subject: 

Some years since, one of His Majesty’s crack frigates 
had greatly distinguished herself, on the Mediterranean sta- 
tion, by the smartness and activity of her crew, her state of 
excellent discipline, and her great success iu capturing 
prizes. For some time her good fortune seemed to have 
deserted her ; day after day passed away, and not a tangible 
sail was to be seen ; the time began to hang heavy on the 
hands of the crew, and discontent and disappointment were' 
legible iu their countenances. This state of things could 
not last long. The cai^tain, a good and gallant seaman, per- 
ceived that the spirit of disaffection -svas busy among his 
crew, and determined to check it iu the bud. 

“ Call the hands out, if you please, Mr Steady, 
to the fii'st lieutenant. 




said he 


The hands were called out; and when assembled on the 
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(Quarterdeck, the caiDtain addressed them to the folloAving 

effect; — 1 i f 

“ My lads, you used to be as active and cheerful a set oi 

fellows as I would wish to command; I used to be proud. of 
you, for you seemed to take pleasure in your duty; but now 
you go about the decks sullen and discontented, and only 
work because you dare not disobey. If you have any griev- 
ances to complain of, come forward like men and say so, 
and I will redress them, if I can; but I tell you, once foi 
all, I will have no sulkiness; and by Heaven ! if I can’t 
drive it out of you in any other waj^, I’ll flog it out of you.” 

After a short pause, one of the captains of thefo recastle 
stepped out from the crew, and twirling his hat in one hand, 
and scratching the back of his car with the other, said— 

“ idease your honour, we haven’t no grievances. 

“ Tlicn what the devil’s the matter Avith you all?” 

“ Wliy, sir ” said the man, hesitatingly. 

“ Go on,” said the captain— “ I won’t bite you.” 

“ Why, then, sir,” replied the captain of the forecastle, 

we’ve never had no luck since you took that ’ere black cat 
on board.” 

Tlic captain could not help laughing. “Well,” said he, 
“ that evil can soon be remedied. Midshipman, tell my 
steward to throw the cat overboard.” 

“0 sir!” said the man, in great alarm, “do not throw 
him overboard — that would be worser still.” 

“ Then, what the deuce do you want me to do with him ?” 

“ Why, if your honour Avould send him ashore as he came 
aboard, in a boat.” 

“ Wliat a set of cursed ninnies I” muttered the captain. 
“ Well,” said he, “you have often exerted yourselves to please 
me, and it is but fair that I should do something to please 
you for once in a way.” 

The frigate stood in shore, and hove to, a boat was loAvered, 
and the unlucky cat, safely deposited in a bread-bag, was 
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sent under charge of a midshipman to he landed at the 
nearest point. The boat returned in due time, and was 
hoisted up, the sails were filled and trimmed, when the man 
at the mast-head hailed the deck— 

“ A strange sail in sight ahead, sir!” 

“ All hands make sail in chase ! ” was the cry; and, before 
night, the cat-haters had taken a valuable prize, 

“ A strange coincidence, certainly,” said Tom, “ and most 
unfortunately calculated to strengthen the men in their 

superstition. I hope we shall have no such confirmation of 
Ben’s panic about the cow.” 

AVe had a glorious breeze that morning on the quarter; 
the long swell, which had been so smooth and glassy the day 
before, was broken into short waves, which came rushing, 
and curling, and bursting under the ship’s counter; the sky 
was covered Avith light mackerel clouds; every stitch of can- 
vas we could carry was spread ; the sails were all asleep, and 
the ship snorhig through the Avatcr; — there was every ap- 
pearance of a steady breeze, and of continued fine weather. 
A little after mid-day, the captain came on deck, and said to 
the officer of the watch, “ Mr Freeman, what do you think of 
flic Aveather ?” 

hlr Freeman, with a look of surprise, replied, “ I never 
saAv a finer day, sir ; and there is every appearance of a steady 
breeze.” 

“Well,” said he, “that’s my opinion too; j’et the glass 
is falling rapidly. I do not understand it. Send for Mr 
Sucerwell.” And the chief mate made his appearance. He 
agreed in thinking that there Avas no sign of change in the 
Aveather. 

“Well,” said the captain, “my glass has never deceived 
mo yet, and I will believe it now against my oAvn opinion, 
and in spite of favourable appearances. You will pipe to 
dinner, if you please ; and, when the people have had their 
time, call the hands out to shorten saO.” 
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inonmvj!: 


“Ay, ay, sir! Pipe to dinner 1 

The breeze began gradually to freshen; and, by the time 
we had swallowed our dinner, we were glad to get our stun- 
sail-^ ami lofty sails in as fast as possible. A small dark 
c]<nal lia.l appeared on the weather-beam, which gradually 
spnm.l and spread, till the whole heayen was covered with 
an oi.iinous darkness, and the wind increased so rapidly 
that there was barely time to execute the orders which fo - 
lowed each other in quick succession from the quarterdeck. 
Before one reef was taken in in the topsails, it was time to 

take in another; the courses were reefed, the mainsail furled, 

tiie to]>gallant.yards sent on deck. Before midnight, we were 
under reefed foresail and closc-reeicd driver; and, before the 

watch, were hove to under stormstay sails. Tom 
had exerted himself greatly during the gale; and, when aloft 
in the maintop, had been struck on the temple by mie of the 
points of the topsail which was shaking in the wind while 
reeruig. The blow, though from so small a rope, had stunned 
him; and, when he recovered, he was obliged to be assisted 
down to his cot, where the doctor took a good quantity of 
blood from him. About this time, an epidemic disorder had 
shown itself among the crew, which spread rapidly, and in 
a short time our sick list amounted to six or seven-and- 
twenty. At first, the disease was not fatal; but, after a 
time, death followed in its footsteps, and the mortality be- 
came quite alarming and dispiriting to the survivors of the 
crew. The only officer who was seized with the disorder was 
my friend Tom, who had hardly recovered from the weaken- 
ing effect of loss of blood, and whose constitution had been 
much shaken by severe illness abroad. Long and doubtful 
was the struggle between life and death; but at length the 
crisis of the disease was over, and he began slowly to re- 
cover. Oh I how often did I vow, while watching by his 
sick-bed, and bathing his burning hands and brow, never 
a'^ainto go to sea with one for whom I felt more than a 
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common regard ! 


I thought it would be almost better io 
renounoe the communion of intimate friendship altogether 

than again to expose myself to the risk of such griei -as I 
now felt in the prospect of losing my friend. Tom did no 
more duty for the remainder of the passage of five weeks 
and was still very feeble when we arrived in the Downs! 
During that time, however, he used often to come on deck 
in my watch; and, if there were no particular ship’s duty 
going on, we indulged in long conversations about the past 
and in pleasant anticipations of the future. But, on what^ 
ever topic our conversations might commence, they always 

ended in thc^ same subject — L Manse and its inmates. 

Kate rothcringham, Kate Fotheringham, was the everlast- 
ing theme of Toms tongue; even if I had never seen her, 

I might almost have painted her picture from his vivid de- 
scriptions of her. 

“ You forget, Tom,” I have often said, “ that I have seen 

this paragon of yours; you need not give me such a minute 
description of her,” 


“ You have seen her, Harry ! I alumjs see her; her image 
is in my heart. It is out of the fulness of .my heart that 
my mouth speaks. Oh ! let me talk of her — the very sound 
of her name is like music to my ear, Kate, Kate Fother- 
iiigham — is it not a sweet name, Harry?” 

The name is pretty enough; but, my dear fellow, you 
aic allowing your passion to run away with your senses al- 
together. For her sake, as well as your own, you must en- 
deavour to restrain the violence of yoim feelings, which, in 

the -present enfeebled state of your healtli, might produce 
fatal effects.” 

Fatal ! said he “ nothing can be fatal to me as long 
as Kate Fotheringham s love remains to me. But, oh Harry ! 
if I V ere to lose that, what would become of me ? ” 

I was alarmed and distressed by the depth and violence 
of Tom's emotions; Init I thouglit it better to allow him to 
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cmress tliom unresei-vcdly, tlian to run the risk of adding' 
to their intensity, hy endeavouring to check and repress 

them. Among other plans for the future, he dtvelt mth 
much pleasure upon the prospect of giving our tnends at 
Jj >an agrecahle surprise, by coming upon them unex- 

pectedly, before they had heard of our arrival in England. 
Circumstances favoured us in this project. Our passage 
had been a quick one; and, the wind favouring us after we 
had passed the Downs, we rail right up the river at once. 
Ill consequence of our unexpectedly early arrival, there 
were no letters awaiting us; l3ut we were not anxious on 
that score, as our last accounts were favourable. The day 
after our arrival at Blackwall, we obtained leave of absence, 
and set off (under the rose) for the north. When we arrived 

at the nearest town to L , we left the coach, intending 

to liirc a chaise or gig to take us on to the manse; but there 
had been a run on the road that day, and there was no con- 
veyance to be obtained. Tom’s mortification was extreme. 

I wished to remain till next day; but his impatience pie- 

vented his listening to reason. 

“It’s only a few miles, Harry! We can walk.” 

“ In your present state,” said I, “ such an exertion may 

be prejudicial to you.” 

“ I see you don’t like to stretch your legs, Harry. I will 

go by myself; you can follow to-morrow 1” 

I had nothing further to say; so we ordered our baggage 
to be sent after us, and set off together. When we arrived 

near L , instead of following the sweep of the road, and 

crossing the river by the bridge, by way of a short cut, wo 
struck across the fields, and waded the stream. The moon 
was shining brightly, and the whole scene was flooded with 
light. On the summit of a green bank, sloping down to the 
river, lay the churchyard, near which stood the church, a 
venerable Gothic building, shaded by old and solemn-look- 
ing trees, standing like sentinels over the slumbers of the 
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tomb. Oui' path to the manse lay through the churchyard * 

and a feeling of sadness and of awe crept over us, as we saw 
the cold beautiful moonlight resting on the well-known 
graves of many of our early friends. 

“Ah !” said I, “the clmrchyard has, at least, one tenant 

more since our departure. Whose can this handsome monu- 
ment be ? ” 

$ 

eye glanced at the inscription, and a cold shudder 
came over me. 

“Come on, Tom!” said I; “we have no time to dawdle 
here.” 

“ Let me read this epitaph first.’’ 

“No, no,” said I, trying to force him away. But it was 
too late— he had seen enough : and with a cry of unutter- 
able anguish, he fell fainting in my arms. Poor Tom Ber- 
tram ! Long years have passed, but that scene is fresh in 
my memory— my heart bleeds for him still! I laid him 
gently on the grass beside the tomb — the dying, as I 
thought, beside the dead. The tears blinded my eyes, as I 
endeavoured to read the sad inscription on the stone— 

“ Sjicrcd to the memory of Catherine, youngest daughter of 
the Kcv. Thomas Fotheringham, minister of this parish.” 
The long panegjTic that followed — what had I to do with 
it then ? I ran down to the river, and bringing some water 
ill my hat, I dashed it in Tom’s face, and after some time 
had the happiness to see him revive. He stared wildly at 
me, and exclaimed — 

“Where am I?— Harry!” 

“ Here I am, dear Tom 1” 

“Oh! I have had such a di’eam!” His eye-glance fell 
upon the tomb. — “Merciful Heaven! is it true?” And 
leaning his head upon my breast, while his face turned 
deadly pale, he gasped for breath. At length, a burst of 
sorrow, such as I had seldom witnessed, relieved his over- 
wrought feelings; he sobbed and wept as if his heart were 
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flowing out of liim. I did not attempt to check or to con- 
sole him; sorrow like his was, in its first bitterness, too 
deep and withering for consolation. Alas ! I needed com- 
fort for myself ! 

At length, the first violence of his feelings was exhausted, 
and he suffered me to lead him, unresistingly, to the manse, 
wliere we were received with the greatest kindness and 
sympathy by the sorrowing family. There we heard the 
sad particulars of our loss. Kate had fallen a victim to 
consumption some months before; the letter containing the 
melancholy news had not reached us. Poor Tom, exhausted 
by previous illness, and overcome by the dreadful shock he 
had experienced, was obliged to take to his bed. I has- 
tened l)ack to my ship, whore I was detained some weeks. 
AVhen I returned, Tom was dying. He knew me; and with 
a faint smile, and a hardly perceptible pressure of my hand, 

lie murmured — 

“I die bappy, Harry. She prayed for me on her death- 
bed I” 


2G2 
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THE COTTAR’S DAUGHTER. 

The parties to whom the following tale refers "being still, 
we believe, aliA^e, we must warn the reader that, though 
the story be true, the names employed are fictitious; but 
v'c beg also to add, that in this circumstance alone is the 
talc indebted to invention. 

Young Edington of Wellwood was the son of a gentleman 
of large fortune, residing in Roxburghshire; but we shall 
not say in what particular part of that district. The noble 
1 csidcnce of Wellwood — a huge castellated pile, rising in the 
midst of embowering woods and wide-spread lawns of the 
smoothest and brightest verdure — sufficiently bcsimke the 
wealth of its owner; or, if this was not enough to give such 
assurance, the crowd of liveried menials that might be seen 
lounging about its magnificent portals, together with the 
splendid equipages that were ever and anon rolling to and 
from the lordly mansion, would have carried this conviction 
to the mind of the most casual observer. 

The presumptive heir to all this grandeur was young 
Wellwood, who was an only child. At the period of our 
story, Harry (for such was his Christian name) was about 
foiir-and-twenty years of age. His education had been 
completed at Oxford some three years previous to this; and 
the interval had been spent in a tour on the Continent, 
from wliicli he had now just returned, to reside some time 
witli his father, before going abroad, to fill a high official 
siUiation, which the latter's great inlliieuce in the political 
world liad procured for him. 

Young Welh\ood was a man of elegant figure, accom- 
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plishhd, and of singularly fascinating manners recomnieii- 
dations of wliicli he too often availed himself to accomplish 
very discreditable purposes, as the sequel of our story 
shoiv. He was not naturally of bad dispositions-we could 

almost say quite the contrary; nor did he love ^ 

own sake; hut his passions were too powerful for h s moral 

principlcs-unsiipported as these were by any auxiliary le- 
fiulutioiis of his own. „ n j i 

Such, then, was young Edington of Wellwood; and, 
havin" thus briefly sketched his circumstances, situation, 
and character, we proceed to advert to the humble heroine 


of our talc. 

At a short distance from Wellwood House, there is a 

pretty little village, which we shall take the of 

cjilling Springfield. It is situated in a romantic dell or 
liollow, and occupies either side of a broad, clear, but 
.shallow stream, that runs brawling through its very centre. 
Steep rocks, and in other places abrupt acclivities covered 
with verdure, and the whole overhung with “ wild woods 
thick’ning green,” form the boundaries of the narrow glen 
ill which the village is situated. From this village, bands 
of young maidens- daughters of the labouring people by 
Y,diom it is inhabited, and of others in poor circumstances 
-were in the habit of repairing to AVellwood House every 
morning during the summer season for supplies of milk; 
the excess of the dairy being sold at little more than a 
nominal value to every one in the neighbourhood who chose 
to apply for it. Amongst the young girls who used to fre- 
quent Wellwood House on this errand was Helen Garden- 
stone, the daughter of a poor widow woman who resided 
in Springfield. She was a girl with an appearance and man- 
ners of a kind rarely to be met with amongst those in her 
humble station in life. Her beauty did not lie in the mere 
glow of health, or in regularity of feature alone. Both of 
these, indeed, she possessed in an eminent degree; but the 
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chief captivations of her truly lovely countenance were to 
1)6 found in the peculiar sweetness, grace, and native 
dignity of its expression, which the meanness of her cir- 
cumstances had been unable to abase. In short, even the 
style of Helen Gardenstone’s beauty, unaided by fashion, 
art, or education, as it was, was such as the daughter of the 
haughtiest peer of the realm might have been proud to own. 
But nature had not expended all her skill and pains on the 
countenance alone. She added a figure every way worthy 
of its loveliness; a figure whose elegance and fine propor- 
tions the simple but coarse garments she wore might 
impair, but could not conceal; and she finished the work 
by bestowing on this favoured creature a mild, gentle, and 
generous disposition; a heart formed for cherishing all the 
better (qualities of female nature; and a degree of intelli- 
gence much surpassing that usually found amongst those of 
her years and class. Such was Helen Gardenstone, the 
daughter of the widow. 

To resume our narrative. It was on a fine summer’s 
morning, at the period to which our story refers, that 
Helen’s mother came to her bedside, and, shaking her 
gently by the shoulder — for she was sound asleep— said, in 
a kindly tone — 

“ Helen, dear, it’s time ye were awa to Wellwood for the 
milk.” 

Helen opened her bright eyes, smiled in her mother’s 
fiiee, started from lier couch, and was soon ready to perform 
tlie morning duty to wdiich she had been called. 

“ But I’m thinkin I’m late this mornin, mother,” she 
said, on observing the advanced appearance of the day. 

“On, ye’re time aneugh, dear,” replied her mother; “I 
didna like to wauken ye sooner, as ye were up sae late last 
nicht, and sae sair fatigued wi’ the washin.” 

“Tuts, mother,” rejoined Helen, “that was naething. 
Ye should hae made me jump at the usual time. I declare, 
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tlicre tliey’rc comin "back!” ske abruptly added, having 
caught a glimpse of some of the village maidens returning 
^vith their pitchers of milk; and with this she hmaied out 
of the house, with her little tin can, and, tripping lightly 
over the road, she soon reached the avenue leading to Well- 

wood House. 

Helen was, indeed, later than usual on this morning; and 
one conscfiuence of this was, that she had to go alone for 
all those who used to accompany her had already been to 
Wellwood, and had returned; another consequence, and one 
fraught with much that was deeply interwoven with the 
future destiny of the unsuspecting girl— that all the inmates 
of ^Vcllwood House were astir, and amongst these young 
Wellwood liimself, who was sauntering in the avenue that 
led to the house at the very moment Helen entered it. 


Tlicy met. Wellwood, who had never happened to see her 
befoi'c, was struck with her extraordinary beauty. He 
threw himself in her way. He addressed her in flatteiing 
language. He w’atchcd her return from the house, learned 
everything from the artless girl regarding her situation and 
circumstances; and, from that hour, she engrossed all his 
thoughts, and became the sole object to which he devoted 


tlic dangerous powers of fascination which nature had given 
him, and art had improved. Nor did he exercise these 
})owcrs in vain. Helen ultimately fell a victim to his wiles, 
and became the prey of the spoiler. 


The story of the poor giiTs misfortune soon spread abroad. 


It became the talk of the village; and many a burning face, 
and many an agonising pang, it cost her as she passed along, 
and heard the sneers, and taunts, and heartless jests to which 

that misfortune subjected her. 

“The graceless cutty!” said one— and we must here re- 
mark that the merciless persecutions of this kind to which 
she was exposed proceeded almost entirely from those of 
her ovm sex — “nae better could happen her wi’ her dressin 
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and licr airs. No a madam in a’ the land could be at man 
pains snoodin her hair than she was.” 

“ Atweel, that’s true,” said a second; “ and see what she 
has made o’t, the vain, silly thing!” 

“ Made o’t !” exclaimed another of these vulgar and heart- 
less traducers; “ my certie, she’ll mak weel o’t, I warrant 
ye. Young Wellwood ’ll gie her silks and satins by the 
wab, and siller in gowpens. She’ll no want— tak my v/ord 
for that. We maun toil late and early, cummers, for our 
scanty mouthfu, and our bits o’ duds; Avhile the like o’ her 
cats and drinks o’ the best, without ever fylin her fingers.” 

“ This ’ll bring domi her pride, I’m thinkin,” said a fourth. 
“ I aye thocht she wad hae a fa’, and was ne’er owre fond 
o’ oor Mary gaun wi’ her. Folk speak o’ her beauty; but, 
for my part, I never could see ony beauty about her.” 

“ Nor me either,” chimed in a fifth; “ I aye thocht her a 
puir, glaikit, silly-looking thing.” 

Much of such conversation as this the poor unfortunate 
girl frequently overheard; and much more of a similar kind 
Avas said which she did not hear. In short, there was not 
one, at least of her own sex, who expressed the smallest 
sympathy for her unhappy condition, or felt for her mis- 
fortune — not one who attempted to soothe her sorrows, or to 
lighten the burden of the poor girl’s miseries— not one to 
treat her error with the lenity which their own liability to 
deviate from the straight path of moral rectitude ought to 
have inspired:— no, the poor girl’s persecutors seemed to 
think that the abuse and defamation of her character shed 
an additional lustre on their OAvn, and that, by her fall, they 
themselves were exalted. Strangers were they to the god- 
like sentiments expressed by him who says— 

“ Teach me to feel another’s wo, 

To hide the fault I see; 

That mercy I to others show, 

Such mercy show to me.” 
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When we saia, nowevci, +^i,.vp made 

for poor Helen’s unhappy situation, u^e ought 

a single exception. There was one who elt 

that ^ost acutely. This one was her mother. The widow 

sorrowed, indeed, over the fall of her child, and inany a 

hitter tear unseen did it cost hci-hut she pitied and 


gave 


“ Hinna mourn that way, my puir lassie, she would sa , 
when she found Helen, as she often did, weeping in seci ^ 

“ God ’ll gie ye strength to hear up wi your souows. 

tempers L wind to the shorn lamb, Helen, e e" ^ 
He saften the grief in which your young heart is steeped. 
Tliough a' the warld should abuse ye, Helen, and deseit jc, 
and scorn ye, your mother’s arms and your mother s 
will aye ho open to receive ye; for weel do I hcii, thoug 
everybody else should be blin’ to't, that, for a that has 
happened, ye’re guileless, Helen, and far mair sinned against 

tlian sinning.” . , , 

The uniform kindness of her mother, and the charitahle 

and Christian-like spirit in which she treated her erring 
daughter, greatly consoled the unfortunate girl un( ei lei 
afiliction, and was the means of saving her, for a time, at 
any rate, from utter despair— we have said for a time on y, 
because it was ultimately unequal to support poor Helen s 
spirit against the sneers of an unfeeling world. Returning 
lujmc one evening from a place at a little distance, where 
she had been on an errand of her mother’s, Helen over- 
heard, from amongst a group of women, some such conver- 
sation regarding her as we have already quoted; but more 
severe things still were said on this occasion than we have 
recorded, and, amongst these, the last and worst name 
which can be given to the erring of her sex was applied to 
her. Helen heard the horrifying word; and no sooner had 
it reached her ear, than a sense of self-debasement, of Siiamc, 
and despair, which she had never felt so acutely before, 
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seized upon her, and nearly deprived her of her reason. The 

giound seemed to reel under her feet, and it was with the 

utmost difficulty she was able to make out her mother s 

house. Her -walk was unsteady, and she was pale as death 
Avlicn she entered. 

“Mercy on me, Helen! what’s the matter?” exclaimed 
hci- mother, running, in the utmost alarm, to the bed, on 
which the latter had flung herself, in an agony of shame 
and horror, the moment she had entered the house. “ What’s 
the matter, Helen ? repeated the latter, in a soothing tone. 

Has anybody been using you ill?” she inquhed; for she 
knew that her unfortunate daughter was often exposed to 
sucli insult and abuse as we have already noticed. 

“ 0 mother ! mother ! I can stand this nae langer,” was 
the indirect, but sufficiently intelligible, reply of the w^ecp- 
iiig girl, wdio, with her face buried in the bedclothes, was 
now sobbing her heart out, “ I can stand it nae langer. I 
canna live, mother -I canna live under this load o’ shame 
and reproach. I ken I am a guilty and a sinfu creatiu’c; 
but, oh 1 wall they no hae mercy on me, and leave me to 
the punishment o’ my ain thochts and feelings ? Is there 
nae compassion in them, nae pity, nae charity, that they 
will thus continue to persecute me wi’ their merciless 
tongues? I hae offended my God; but. I’m sure, I hae 
never offended them in thocht, word, or deed; and wffiy, 
then, will they drive me to distraction this way ? I canna 
live under it, mother— I canna live under it!” again ex- 
claimed the unfortunate girl. 

“ They can hae but little o’ the milk o’ human kindness 
in their bosoms, Helen, that wmd add a pang to them ye 
arc already endurin, my poor lassie,” s-aid her mother, lean- 
ing over her with the utmost tenderness and affection. 

“ They surely canna be mothers themsels that wad do a 
thing sae cruel and unfeelin. I’m sure it wad melt the heart 
o’ a whunstane to look on that puirwae-begone face o’ yours. 
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But never mind them, Helen, dear-keep up yoiu- heart. 
Uuid hL eome before noo cot o’ evil; and there’s nae saym 

v'liat may be in store for you yet/’ 

To this attempt at eonsolation Helen made no reply, 

but that niuht-and it rvas a wild and a wet one-she left 

her mother’s house, stealing out while she slept; and, when 

morning eame, she had not returned, and no one knew 

wl.ither she liad gone. Days, weeks, and months passed 

awav and still Helen Gardenstone came not, nor was any 

trace of her discovered; but it came at length to be gene^ 

rally believed that the poor deluded and distracted gnl ha 

terminated her miseries by committing suicide— that she 

liad buried her sorrows in the waters of the Moleudmar 
the name of the stream or river that ran through the vil- 
h-igo, and which had many deep pools both below and 

it* 1 /» 1 1 1 "1-14- 

Tlicse Avere, indeed, actually searched for her body, bu 
to no iiurpose; though this was accounted for by the cir- 
cumstance of the river’s having been much swollen at the 
time of Helen’s disappearance, by several previous days 

The body, then, Avas conjectured to have been carried 


rain. 


down to the sea. 

The report of Helen’s sudden disappearance, together 

with rumours of the supposed catastrophe Avhich it involved, 
soon reached young Well wood; and, libertine as he Avas, the 
appalling intelligence plunged him into the deepest distress. 
When first informed of it, he grcAV deadly pale, and would 
fain have disbelieved the horrid tale, which made him 
virtually and morally, though not legally, poor Helen’s 
murderer. But, when he found he could no longer doubt 
the truth of the rumour, remorse and contrition seized him, 
and, for some days thereafter, he confined himself to his 
room on pretence of sudden indisposition, to conceal the 

^ ^ /% i i i ^ 


of Ms mind, wMch wholly unfitted 


in society. 
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The vision of Helen, invested with all the personal 
heauty and mental innocence in which she had first met 
his sight, appeared before him dming the feverish reveries 
of the day, and in the disturbed slumbers of the night. 
Anon, the scene would change, and the dead form of the 
victim of his lawless passion would stand before him, bear- 
ing all the horrid marks of the peculiar death she had died 
—her face rigid and ghastly pale— her wet dishevelled hair 
lianging wildly aroimd it; and her clothes drenched Avith 
the Avaters in which her miseries had been terminated. 
Such Avere the harroAving pictures which the disturbed ima- 
gination and guilty soul of young WellAVOod summoned 
before his mental eye, to madden and distract him. In 
time, hoAvever, these dreadful visions began to abate, both 
in frequency and force, and he was gradually enabled to 
take liis place again in society; but a settled melancholy 
Avas noAV visible on his countenance— for the fatal cata- 
strophe of poor Helen’s death, though latterly less vividly 
present to him than at first, still pressed upon his spirits 
Avith a Avcight and constancy that produced a very marked 
change on his general demeanour. 

Soon after the period to which we have now brought 
our story, WellAVood proceeded to the place of his destina- 
tion abroad, to occupy the official situation AAdiich his father’s 
influence had procured for him. Here ho remained for 
tAvo years, Avhen some business connected AA'ith the duties 
of his appointment called him to London. One of the first 
pcrsr'-’-'i uu AAfliom uc ca2Jed, on his arrival in the metropolis, 
Avas a gentleman of the i^ame of Middleton— a young man 
of fortune, and of excessively dissipated habits, Avhom he 
had knoAvn at Oxford;^ and who had been the companion of 
all his debaucheries^ (and they were frequent and deep) 
during his residence) at that seat of learning. In this last 
respect young Weliwood was boav somewhat improved; but 
it was otherwise, with his old friend, who still pursued, Avith 
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nnaWcd vi^'our and unsatcd appetite, the ^vild career of 
ZSL Tn which WeUwood had so far — n ed 

him. The renewal of their acquaintance on ^ Occam ^ 

terminated in the renewal of the ^^ues at d ^ 

led on hy his companion, Hari-y largely indulged m all the 
fashionable excesses of the capital. These excesses, 
ever, even with all the outrageous mirth and JoUdy ™th 
which they were associated, could not res ore o ii 
peace of mind he had lost, nor even banish ^ “ 
tenance that expression of melancholy to '^hich i tad n^^ 
become habituated, and which did not escape h 
Middleton, who frequently urged him to tell him the cause 
of it; but for some time AVellwood evaded the inquiry. At 

Icimtli, however, the secret was wrung from him. 

’ “I say, now, Harry,” said Middleton to him one evening, 

as they sat together over a bottle of wine, won t you tell 

us how you came by that Puritanical face of yours. It s not 

the one you used to wear at Oxford, I’ll be sworn and 

where you have picked it up I can’t imagine; but it cci- 

tainly docs become you amazingly. That melancholy gives 

you quite a sentimental air. Couldn’t you help me o a 

touch of it 1 I think it ^Yould improve me vastly. 

“Middleton,” replied Wellwood, gravely, “I wish you 
may never have such cause as I have, both to look and to 
think seriously; and, in order that you may judge for your- 
f-clf whether I have not good reason, I ivill now inform you 
of ihc cause of that melancholy which has so frequently 
attracted your notice, and has so much excited your cuno- 
bity.” Having said this, AYcllwood proceeded to tell his 
friend of the dismal story of Helen Gardenstonc; and, when 
he had concluded, “ Worlds on worlds,” he exclaimed, ener- 
getically, “would I give, Middleton, were I possessed of 
them, to restore that sweet unfortunate girl again to^ life; 
and these, ten times told, would I part with, to he relieved 

of the guilt of having wronged her.” 
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To the melancholy tale of Helen’s death, and to the re- 
pentant exclamations with which it was wound up, Middle- 
ton replied with a loud laugh. 

“ And is this all ? ” he cried out. “ Is this the cause of 
that most lachrymose countenance of yours, Harry? Shame 
shame, man ! I thought you were a fellow of more spirit,’ 
a man of more mettle, than to be affected by such a very 
tiifling affair as that. Why, how the deuce could you help the 
silly wench drowning herself? You did not push her into 
the water. Tuts, man ! fill up your glass, and think no more 
of it; and now, ’pon my soul, Harry,” he continued, ‘'that I 
know the cause of your dismal phiz, and find it to be a 
matter of moonshine, I’ll cut you for ever, if you don’t, after 
this night, hold up your head, and look like a man. There, 
fill up,” he said, pushing the bottle, from which he had just 
helped himself largely, towards his companion, who, with- 
out making any remark on what had just been addressed to 
him, seized it with avidity, and, as if in desperation, poured 

out and swallowed an entire tumbler of the liguor it con- 
tained. 

We need not follow out the scene. The night terminated, 
as it usually did with those boon companions, in a deep de- 
bauch; but it was ultimately marked by an event for which 
the reader will be as little prepared as Well wood was. On 
returning to his lodgings, accompanied by Middleton, who 
slept at the same hotel, at an early hour of the mornino^ 
and a bitterly cold and snowy one it was, for it was the 
depth of winter the two friends, as they came shouting 
and bawling along, under the influence of the wine they had 
drunk, were attracted by seeing four or five persons gathered 
together on the street, and evidently surrounding some ob- 
ject of interest. 

“I say, Hany, let’s see what this is?” said Middleton; 
“perhaps we may knock some sport out of it.” 

“Why, I don’t mind,” replied the former; “but doubt- 
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drunken or starving wretcli 


night air.” 


“ Why, what’s the matter here 1 ” said Middleton, hustlmg 
into the middle of the assemblage, Mowed by Wellwood. 

“ Vv it‘s a young voman and a child as is a-starvmg,^an 
has never a home to go to,” said one of the bystanaers. 

And such, indeed, was the truth. 

A miserable being-not, however, in her attire, which, 

though bespeaking poverty, was yet clean, whole, and even 

decent— was seen sitting on the steps of a stair, seeming y 

in the last stage of exhaustion, with a child, a boy of about 

two years of age, closely wrapped up in her cloak, and 

strain ed to her bosom, to protect it from the piercing cold 


of the night. 


“Jly goo(i woman,” said Middleton, stooping domi close 
to licr — for even he was alfceted by the piteous sight 


“ where arc you from ? ” 

“ I’m frae Scotland, sir,” was the reply, in a voice of sin- 
gular sweetness, but evidently enfeebled by suffering. 

Wellwood caught in an instant the dialect of his native 
land; and he did not hear it without emotion— neither 
were the soft musical tones of the voice lost upon him. 
Tiiey resembled, strongly resembled, those of one whom he 
dared not even think of; and these circumstances combined, 
instanty excited in him a deep interest in the unhappy 
being before him. He now also approached her, and, taking 
her kindly by the liand, was about to address her in soothing 
language, looking at the same time closely to her face, 
when, without saying what he intended, or indeed saying 
anything, he slowly raiscdhimself again from the stooping 
posture to which he had had recourse, his face as pale as 
death, and trembling violently in every limb. In the next 
instant, he staggered as if he would have fallen. Middle- 
ton ran to support him, and, thinking he had been seized 
with some sudden illness, slowly led him to the distance of 
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Pereons assembled round tbe destitute 

■‘What’s the matter? what’s the matter, Harry?” said 
the former, on their getting out of hearing of any one. “ My 
trotli, hut you do look ill, Wcllwood !” 

“pulchral voice, and 
rwth a look that increased the alarm of his companion— 

he said, pointing to the spot where the unhappy 
wtiinaii sat, and witliout noticing Middleton’s inquiry, “is 

no being of flesh and blood. It is a vexed spirit, Middleton 
come to haunt me for the injuries I did it when in the body 
—come to destroy my peace, and to realise the horrid dreams 
of my guilt. It is— it is, Middleton”— and he gasped for 
breath as he spoke- “the sphit of Helen Gardenstone.” 

“ Hay, that I’ll be sworn it isn’t,” replied his friend, who 
now thought he had gone deranged. “ It’s a bo?ta fide hu- 
man being, I warrant you, Harry, and I’ll bring you proof 
of that directly.” Saying this, he ran to the object of his 
friend s terror, and inquired her name. She gave it. Mid- 
dleton was confounded- he hastened back to Wellwood, and, 
as he approached him, “By Heaven, Harry!” he said, “you 

are so far right— the woman’s name is really Helen Garden- 
stone.” 


Eegardless of the situation in which he was, and equally 
so of those who might witness the strong expression of feel- 
ing which he meditated, Wellwood instantly droj^ped on his 
knees, and, in one brief sentence of mingled piety and joy, 
thanked God that he was not altogether the guilty wretch 
that he had conceived himself to be; for he now felt assured 
that, whatever might have been the train of circumstances 
tliat had led to this singular occurrence, the person whom he 
had tliiis found a houseless and destitute wanderer on the 

streets of the metropolis was, indeed, no other than Helen 
Gardenstone. 

On recovering a little from the tumultuous fecbims wliich 
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had at first overwhelmed him, Wellwooa fi next thong 
vras how to succour the unfortunate girl and his child, ^ 
he had no doubt it was. The first idea which occurred to 
him on this point was to have Helen instantly conveyed 
to his hotel- and on this idea he subsequently acted; but, 
thinking the present neither a fit time nor place to discover 
liinisclf to her, or to give her an opportunity of recognising 
liiiii, he deputed the task to his friend Middleton, who 
readily undertook it, whilst he himself kept aloof. On 
reaching the inn, Wellwood retired to his own apartment, 
while Middleton saw to the comforts of his unfortunate 
charge. These provided for, he rejoined his friend, whom 
lie found wrapped in profound meditation, with his elbow 

resting on a table. . 

“ Well, Harry,” he said, on entering the apartment, this 

is a devilish queer affair, an’t it? But, in the name of all 

that’s perplexing, what do you propose doing now?” 

“ I’ll tell you all about that in the morning, Middleton,” 
replied Wellwood, gravely, “ after I shall have slept on it. 
In the meantime, I thank you for your attention to the 


poor girl.” 

“ Faith, to toll you a truth, Harry,” rejoined Middleton, 
“ I would have done as much, and a great deal more, too, 


on her own account, let alone yours; for she s certainly as 
])rctty a girl as ever I clapped eye upon. A gentle, beau- 
tiful creature ’tis, Harry. But what the deuce are you to 
do with her, again say I.” 

“Why, I have not quite made up my mind on that sub- 


ject,” said Wellwood; “ but I’ll think of it, and we’ll see 

what the morning brings forth.” 

Saying this, he retired to his own sleeping-apartment, 

where he spent half the night in thinking what should be 

his next proceeding with regard to Helen; and the result of 

his cogitations on this subject was a resolution of a very 

extraordinary kind. 
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On the following 
met— 


morning, when he and Middleton 


“ Well, Harry,” said the latter, “ what’s to be done nowl 
^at has been the result of your night’s reflections regard- 
ing Helen? What do you now propose doing with her?” 

“ I propose to marry her, Middleton,” replied Wellwood, 

giavely. It is the least thing I can do in reparation of 

the injury I have done her— the misery and scorn I have 

entailed on her; and besides, Middleton,” he went on, “ I 

should be perjured in the face of Heaven if I did not, for I 

swore a sacred and binding oath that I should make her 

mine; and it was by trusting to that oath that poor Helen 
fell” 


“Ha! ha!— a particular good joke, Harry,” exclaimed 
Middleton; “ and *’ 

“Ho joke whatever, Middleton,” said Wellwood, inter- 
rupting him; “I am in serious earnest. I will do the girl 
the only justice now in my power, I will do what my 
heart and my conscience tell me is right in this matter, 
and defy the sneers of a selfish and censorious world. On 
this I am firmly determined, let the consequences be what 
they may. My mind is made up, Middleton.” 

“You’re mad, Harry,” said the latter, now becoming 
serious in his turn, on seeing that his friend was really in 
earnest — “absolutely and absurdly mad.” 

“It may be so, Middleton,” replied Wellwood, calmly. 
“ That is a point I will not dispute with you; but I am 
nevertheless firmly resolved to do what I have said. I 
will take my poor little boy to my bosom, and his mother 
shall become lady of Wellwood. It is all the reparation I 
can make her, and it shall be made. Will you assist me in 
going through with this romantic business, Middleton ? ” he 
added, smiling. 

“Why, Harry,” replied the latter, “I certainly should 
not like to desert you in a time of need; but ” 
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«No buts, Middleton,” interrupted his friend. “Will 
you, or will you not 1 ” 

“Wlij% then, if you are resolved, Harry, on this despe- 
rate, and, I must call it, singularly absurd step, I will,” 
rcioined Middleton. “But what will your father say to 

it ? ” 

“ Why, from him, certainly, my marriage must, for a time, 
at any rate, be concealed; but of this more afterwards. 
In the meantime, will you go to Helen, and tell her that 
nn old acquaintance desires to see her; and conduct her 

hither ?” 

IMiddleton readily undertook the mission; and departed 
to execute it. In a minute afterwards he returned, leading 
in ITelcn by the hand. On seeing Wellwood, she uttered a 
l-iereing shriek, and fainted in the arms of Middleton, her 
litllo bf»y clinging to her in all the terror of childish affright. 
W(;ll\vood rushed to her assistance, and, in the tenderest 
end most soothing language he could command, endeavoured 
to restore her to consciousness. This of itself gradually 
returned, and a scene followed which we will not attempt 
to descril)c. AVcllwood, pressing Helen to his bosom, told 
the l)cwildcrcd but delighted girl that it was his intention 
to repair tlic injury he had done her, by offering her his 
hand. He next flew to his boy, took him up in his arms, 
bathed him with his tears, and bestowed upon him, while 
ho caressed him, every tender epithet he could think of. 

Our story is now coming naturally to a close; and we 
will not prolong it by any unnecessary or extraneous details. 
In tlircc days after this, Helen — having been previously 
lirovided with everything suitable to tlm rank in life to 
which slic was tluis suddenly and most unexpectedly pro- 
moted from tlie lowest depths of wretchedness and destitu- 
tion— became the wife of Henry Edingtoii, Esq. of Well- 
wood. In tlirce days more, Mr Edington received intelli- 


gence of Ids father's sudden demise, which rendered it nece.s- 
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=ai'y that he should proceed instantly to Wcllwood. In 
this journey his udfe and child accompanied him; and the 
next appearance of Helen Gardenstone in her native vil- 
lage was in a splendid carriage, as the lady of Wellwood, in 
which character she subsequently acquired an extensive re- 


putation for benevolence, and for the practice of every social 


virtue. Helen, in short, became an exemplary wife, and 


conferred on her husband, who continued to regard her 


with unabated affection till the day of his death, all the 


]ia,ppmess of which the marriage state is capable. 
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THE SURGEON’S TALES. 



THE CASE OF EVIDENCE. 


The following narrative was given to me by the executors 
of Miss Ballingal, whom I attended for a short time pre- 
vious to her death 

I shall not now, I hope, be long upon the face of thi9 
earth. It is sinful to wish to die; but, when the spirit is 
weary of the trials of this evil world, and the body broken, 
and the bones stricken to their dried marrow with pains, 
surely a poor mortal may indulge the wish, that God s time 
of release may not be postponed beyond the power of bear- 
ing the weight of life. My years, if mentioned, would not, 
perhaps, appear to be many; but age, in the sense in which 
I take it, cannot be calculated by circumvolutions of the 
sun. There is an age of the spirit independently of that of 
the body; and to calculate that, we must have a measure 
of the effects of misfortune, and pain, and injury, on nerves 
toned in all the keys that rise in gradation, from the sensa- 
tions of creatures a little above the brutes, to the sensibili- 
ties of individuals a little lower than the angels. In this 
view, I am indeed aged as the sons of Levi; for my soul, 
like the people of Pharaoh, has been smitten with boils and 
blains, by the poisoned bite of the serpent tongue of civili- 
sation. The spirit of the Indian under his plantain- tree, 
lives till the body is sick of it; and with a mistaken hu- 


manity, he is exposed in the desert, that the wants of the 
flesh may kill the spirit that yearns to live, and to rejoice 
again in the return of the seasons, with their fruits and 
flowers; but the spirit of civilised man or woman is often 
dead long before the mortal tenement exhibits any decay; 
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for, iliougli spotted fever and limping palsy liave passed on, 
and touched not the flesh, the spirit has been visited by 
plagues a thousand times more deadly, that rise from the 
lefinements of civilised life. It is these that have made me 
aged, and weary of remaining longer here; and I am not 
doubtful tluat, when I record what I have sufiered from two 
causes— first, my own— yes, I affirm it— my own goodness; 
and, secondly, the evils inherent in the state of society in 
which we live— every one will acknowledge that I have 
little more to wait for on this side of time, and that the 
sooner I am dissolved, the better it may be for myself, 

and those who sympathise in griefs that death alone can 
alleviate. 

Brought up in the manse of C by a pious father, the 

clergyman of the parish, a learned man — and by a mother, 
a woman of many virtues, who wished her daughter to be 
as good as herself — I enjoyed all the advantages of breeding 
and education; which, if turned to good account, make the 
ornaments of societj’’. I cannot, and never will, admit that 
these advantages were lost upon me, though they have 
tended to make me miserable. I was accounted fair; and 
I believe that my beauty — a gift so much valued— has had 
also a share, and no inconsiderable one, in the production 
of the peculiar evils under which I have suffered, and still 
suffer. I was — what none knew so well as myself — sensi- 
tive to a degree bordering on diseased irritability; but 
my sensitiveness was of that higher kind, which, courting 
and receiving impressions and impulses from virtuous 
thoughts and elevated feelings, tends to elevate rather 
than depress. The fine culture I received from my fa- 
ther, co-operating with my refined sensibilities, produced 
in me the n?ost exquisitely minute perceptions of moral 
good and evil; so that I came to have the same deli-v 
cate feeling of the graceful or the distorted in morals, 
that some horn musicians are said to possess in regard to 
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tlio tones of harmony in the world of sounds. This is not 
Belf-praisc— it is truth wrung out of me; for, though pos- 
ses- ed of many qualities which might have nourished va- 
nity, the disrelish I ever felt of the exhibitions of a vain 
spirit in others would have been effectual in quelling my 
own, even if I had had any to quell, which assuredly I never 
had. I believe that the strong view in which morals were 
]»rcscnted to me by the precepts of my lather, would have 
operated to the production of a fine and healthy eflfect in one 
formed for the busy world; but in me, who seemed to have 
been formed with a connate, aspen-like, trembling sensitive- 
ness of the traces of good and evil, his instructions, con- 
tinued from day to day, and enforced by the power of his 
own cxanqdc and that of my sainted mother, tended to give 
my originnl pcrceidions so strong and holy a sanction, that, 
.‘it a very early period, I had become a kind of worshipper 
of good. Virtue lias a lovely aspect to all, even to those 
who tremble at her beauty, from the contrast of their 
own ugliness; religion has the power of making her more 
beautiful; and systems of morals, clothed in fine language, 
arc effective in training many hearts to a high love of this 
emanation from God. But I was, and I am yet, different 
from any individual whose moral perceptions are merely 
strengthened by these aids. I do not know if I make my- 
self intelligible, but I myself feel the distinction I wish to 
impress; morals were to me that species of passion which 
in many exhibits itself only more perceptibly in regard to 
some other object— such as poetry, painting, sculpture, or 
music — with perhaps this difference, that while these na- 
tural illuminati are merely annoyed by an exhibition of 
distortion, I was pained — sorely, miserably pained — by vice, 
in whatever form it was exhibited to me. I was not con- 
tented with the ordinary appearances of purity. The jea- 
lousy-offering was ever in my hnnd; and I was always sigh- 
ing to see it waving before the goddess, and offered upon 



1C6 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 


the altar of virtue. I looked upon the individual in whom 
the water that causes the curse ” became bitter, as a crea- 
ture who was rotten, and had become a ciu’se among the 
1 )Cople. ^ 


Entertaining these sentiments, I loved to expatiate upon 
the beauties of my favourite subject, with a glow of elo- 
cxucnce that struck even the godly visiters of the manse 
with surprise and admiration. I often, also, in my visits 
among my father’s parishioners, exhibited the same warm 
enthusiasm, couching my sentiments in the gorgeous cloth- 
ing of a young fancy enamoured of a deified personification 



true beauty iii^on earth. But I was no apostle under the 
influence of a proselytising spirit; for I only visited the vir- 
tuous, because I loved them, and those of an evil rei^utation 
I avoided with a thrilling horror, as creatures diseased and 
dangerous to ajDiDroach. Those who believed me a religious 
enthusiast — and there were many who entertained that 
opinion of me — knew nothing of my real nature; for, though 
my father’s precejits had had all due efiect upon me, reli- 
gion, far from being the origin of my feelings, lent merely 
a sanction to them, showing the final cause of my enthu- 
siastic views, and turning them to that account in the con- 
tcmidation of an after world, that ought to have been at all 
times their end and object. I was rather a lover of vii’tue 
for its beauty: my feeling was an impassioned taste, luxu- 
riating on every virtuous act, and dwelling with inexpressible 
delight on every cultivator of my favourite subject. A con- 
sequence of this was the horror of vicious persons, which I 
possessed to a degree that made my father suspect that my 
passion was not the religious one, which is unavoidably 
accompanied with pity for the misguided votary of sin, and 
a straining effort to reclaim him to the paths of virtue. He 
was to a certain extent right; but I question much if, with 
all his learning, he possessed knowledge enough of the va.- 
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rioiLS pecuHarities of human nature, to enable him to analyse 
my character, or to understand the peculiarities of one under 

the dominion of a passion for ethics. ^ ^ 

I was, moreover, of a remarkably tender constitution ot 

PQjy_thc consequence of early weakness, as well, perhaps, 
as of that irritable temperament which fed and was imurished 
in turn by the liigh-strung sensibilities of my spirit. Up 
to tl)e age of fifteen, I was subject to a species of fit, or 
nervous syncope; and I always found that, after an attack 
of these enervating prostrations of my physical powcj^s, my 
mind recurred to my favourite subject with greater keen- 
ness, supplying my excited fancy with brilliant images of 
virtuous sacrifices, such as I had read of in the old classic 
authors, which I could read in the original; and these, 
again, swelled my heart, lighted my eye, and lent an elo- 
quence to ray tongue, which dwelt on the daring of IMutius, 
the sacrifice of Lucrctia, the heroism of Brutus, the fiiend- 
shii) of Damon, and the determination of Virginius. Ex- 
hausted by the swell of emotions produced by these sub- 
jects, I fell back upon the quieter, but no less delicious, 
theme of a Howard’s philanthropy; and ended with the con- 
templation of those instances of private charity which had 
come uinler my own eye. I never felt happier than when 

nrwla* nnfl mv mothoT. wllO loiCW HIV T)<XSSioil, 


contributed to its gratification, by directing me to such re- 
corded examples of worth as she know where to find among 
my father’s books. 

Possessed of these views and feelings, so unsuitable to 
the cold maxims of the world, and with a weak and irri- 


table constitution, I was ill prepared for the loss which 
was now, when I was in my twentieth year, impending 
over me— the death of both my parents, who, attacked by 
the same disease— some putrid species of typhus— died 
within a week of each other, leaving me, their only child, 
a.:, uracil unprovided for in regard to worldly wants, as I 
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was imfitted tor making up the deficiency by my personal 
exeitions. My father left nothing but the furniture in the 
manse, which was all required to pay up some advances of 
stipend which had been made to him by several of the 
heritors, and which the extreme scantiness of his income 
necessitated him to have recourse to. I was a beggar, 
imbued with notions to make the people of the world 
admire and pity, and gifted with a countenance so beauti- 
ful (why need I spare the vain word, when I now admit 
that age and. pain have made me ugly?), that, with art, 
might have realised a fortune, or, with folly, might have 
ruined me. I sought the protection of a spendthrift uncle 
and a good aunt — the latter resident in the town of Stirling, 
an old lady of fortune, a Mrs Greville, who admired my 
principles, and possessed generosity enough to enable her 
to offer to repay the pleasures of my companionship by 
her house and her friendship. My tender frame, operated 



parents, sustained a shock which would have proved fatal 
to me, if the assuasive attentions of that angelic being had 
not contributed to the recovery of my health. Her protec- 
tion was much, her kindness valuable; but above all 
was I blessed in the possession of a friend who reduced 
to practice, though she could not feel as I felt, the prin- 
ciples of virtue I had so long cherished with the fondness 
of a ruling passion. But my situation was now changed. 
In my father’s manse I saw little of the world; but what 
came under my observation was congenial to my mind, and 
gratified my feelings by the exhibition of goodness as well 
of deed as of sentiment. The evil I saw was out-of-doors, 
and I eschewed it as a serpent which would beguile by the 
spiral turns of its insidious lines of beauty, and the shining 
hues of the colours of false loveliness. In our society at 
home, or in the houses of the parishioners, it never came 
under my experience, except by the report of crimes which 
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grated on my irritable feelings, and pained me to a mucn 
greater extent tlian people of ordinary sensibilities may 
well comprehend. In my new residence, I was necessitated 
to mix with the world. JMy aunt saw much company, com- 


posed of the mixed inhabitants of the town, and I accom- 
panied her to various parties where the fashionable vices 
were cultivated, as all fashionable things are, with an 
all'ccted contempt of honest plainness and unadorned sim- 


plicity. 

Though my aunt was herself a good woman, and admired 
the higli-coloured, and, it may be, unnatural views I took 
of human life, she never understood the secret parts of my 
mental constitution, but took me simply for one who enter- 
tained a somewhat strong sense of the beauty of a good 
life, and who therefore could mix with society of acloiow- 
] edged honesty as the world goes, Avithout allowing the 
IVailty of human nature to interfere with my own views, 
and far less with my comfort and peace of mind. IMy 
Ijcauty made her jjroud of me; and I was soon introduced 
to scenes which stirred all tire antipathies that, as the re- 
sult of my past modes of thinking and feeling, lay strong 
within my heart, and ready to be called forth by a depar- 
ture in others from the rules of life I had so long loved. 
The first view I got of the mysteries of card-playing— in the 
house of Captain Semple, of Tennet, who lived in toAvn, 
only a few doors removed from where I lived — produced an 
ellcct of pain upon me similar to that which I\Iozart de- 
clared he felt when his harmony was lost in discordance. 


They played for what they called high stakes; and there 
was exhibited, on a lesser scale, the keen avaricious eye, the 
forced, choking laugh, the lying smile, the trembling hand, 
and burning brow of the gambler of the London grade. The 
whole family engnged in this play. I recollect, at this dis- 

the agonised 


taut period, the cH’ect produced upon me by 


cxmntciiancc of the beautiful Catherine Semple, the eldest 
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daiigliter, when she lost a high stake, and yet turned the 
expression of the worst look , of the devil into a smile far 
moie hideous than that which it concealed. hTor was the 
effect less painful that was produced upon my high-wrought 
sensibilities by the cruel triumph that burned in the beau- 
tiful blue eye of Esther her sister, who had pocketed the 
hard-won earnings of a poor surgeon, and seemed to feed on 
the poisoned garbage of his depression and disappointment. 
The face of her mother, who looked on, partook alternately 
of the expression of those of her daughters; and while I, a 
sti anger, beheld with pain the fii’st principles of goodness 
subverted, and the fairest samples of God’s creatures pene- 
trated to the core by the worst feelings of our fallen nature, 
she, their parent, sympathised with a daughter’s deceit and 
revenge, or gloried in her triumph over what might be the 
approaches of ruin to a fallen creature. I went home after 
that exhibition dispirited and miserable; the chords of the 
moral harp, that had so long responded to the sweet sounds 
of a virtue imagined, felt, and dreamed of, as a beatific 
vision, were disrupted and torn asunder; and I imagined 
that the individuals who had thus laid upon it their sacri- 
legious hands were worthy of a hatred unqualified by pity, 
as destroyers of the most beautiful fabric ever erected by 
God’s love. These were not the gloomy views of the 
monastic ascetic, or the religious enthusiast — for I was 
neither. I was, indeed, peculiarly formed; but I knew not 
my peculiarity, and even now I could scarcely abate one ray 
of the effulgence that, if you please, blinded me to the facti- 
tious virtues of the juste milieu of a bad world’s morality. 

Some nights afterwards, I accompanied my aunt to the 
house of Mrs Ball, also a neighbour, and one who could 
afford to live in a style that, in such a town as Stirling, 
might be conceived to be high. She had a daughter, Anne, 
and a son, George, an attorney, both accomplished and 
haiKl;omc, and wearing on their faces the external api)ear- 
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ances of simplicity and goodness. The recollections of 
Semple’s family were still busy with my heart, and I 
trembled to approach another assemblage of fashionable 
people. I was placed in the midst of a large tea cotei ie, and 
expected to hear a conversation suited to the views of hu- 
man life I so fondly cherished. Stories of generosity, of 
age assuaged, bereavement ameliorated, want supplied, and 
hunger and nakedness fed and clothed, must, I thought, 
issue from such a quiet - looking assemblage of people, 
brought together apparently for no other purpose than to 
promote the cause of their own happiness, which suiely 
might be best done by contemplating the means of the hap- 
piness of others. Having had one of my fits in the fore 
part of the day, I was more irritable than usual; but hav- 
ing got, in some measure, quit of the pain produced by the 
moral discordance that had, some days before, grated so 
l)ainfully on my weak nerves, I expected to be able to join 
in a conversation which could not fail to embrace a part of 
my favourite theme. I was again destined to be made 
miserable. I was placed in tlie midst of a species of moral 
cannibals, who preyed ruthlessly and jestingly on the mis- 
fortunes and miseries of their fellow-creatures. Pecuniary 
end.)arrassments, matrimonial disagreements, detections of 
dishonesty, elopements, infidelities — everything that might 
render an individual worthy of pity or hatred— was treated 
in the same tone of concealed satisfaction. The burst of 
loud laughter followed on the heels of the whine of hollow 
sympathy; the sneer mixed its cutting sarcasm with the 
lying tribute to suffering worth; and through all, over all, in 
all, there was the spirit of evil, in its worst, its ugliest form, 
rejoicing — secretly, no doubt, but not the less certainly- dn 
the defection of mortals from God’s law, and their devari- 
cation from my standard of moral beauty. 

I experience a difficulty now, though then it would have 
been easy fur me to describe what I felt on the occasion of 
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tins new display of this, to me, the ugliest parts of the 
hated system of evil which prevails in the world. The beau- 
tiful visions I had formed in my day-dreams, and which I 
had cherished as the source of my greatest happiness, ap- 
pealed to me to have little or no relation to earth, or to 
eaiths inhabitants; and a gloomy melancholy stole over 
me, and retained the dominion of my mind, in spite of every 
effort to shake it off. I endeavoured to make my feelings 
understood by Mrs Greville; but she, though participant in 
my views of moral perfection, could not comprehend why 
the turpitude of men should have the effect of making a 
good person incapable of enjoying what was truly virtuous 
in nature, and far less why it' should produce a gloomy 
misery in those who were themselves truly good. What 
people cannot comprehend, they sometimes state to others, 
for the sake of assistance to their understandings; and my 
aunt, in the openness of her heart, stated my peculiarities 
to some friends, who coloured them to suit their fancies, 
and then communicated them to the families of the Semples, 
the Balls, and several others. My views, as I afterwards 
learned, were considered by these people as an impeachment 
of their morals; and I was set down as an arch-hypocrite, 
who wished to rear a character for goodness on the ruin of 
the reiDutation of others. The state of despondency into 
which I fell, precipitated me into a succession of my old 
nervous fits, and it "was not for some time that I was again 


prevailed upon to visit the scenes where my feelings were 
exposed to such causes of laceration; but when I did again 
accompany my friend in her accustomed visits, I found that 
I had become unwelcome: oblique sneers, short, cutting 
taunts, and pointed insinuations, were directed against me; 
and though I then knew nothing of the cause, I felt, with 
that trembling sensitiveness which was peculiar to me, the 
poignancy of the poison of a hatred that was scarcely ab 
tempted to be concealed. 
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In the little intercourse I had as yet had rvith the new 
world of sad reality into which I had entered, I had heard 
the characters of good people so fearfully belied and revile , 
that I attributed the painful treatment I thus received to 
the same malevolent spirit that dictated the inalicious 
scandal which seemed to penetrate almost every family I 
h ad yet visited. I inquired for no cause m myself; for i 
had done or said nothing to create merited individual hatred. 
It was the working of the same spirit of evil that generally 
prevailed, extended to me, a poor orphan, living on the de- 
pendence of a kind relation. It was one thing to see evil 
done towards others, and to feel it applied to one’s-self; and 
the pain I formerly felt was increased by the dread that I 
might yet be thrown upon that world which presented to 
me such fearful indications of cruelty and vice. It will 
soon be seen whether it was my good or evil fortune, at this 
gloomy period, to meet with one who appealed really to 
understand the constitution of my mind, to appreciate the 
exalted view's I entertained of virtue, and to sympathise 
with me in the pain produced by the discordance betw een 
the actual state of society and what I so fondly wished 
it to be. Augustus Merling, proprietor of a fine property 
called the Park, yielding him about XlSOO a-year, and who 
lived, for a great part of the year, in town with his widow^cd 
mother, visited my aunt, and often saw me. I have said I 
w'as i^ossessed of much beauty, and the fact is undoubted; 
but there was still about me that aspen-like sensitiveness, 
derived from the nervous attacks to wdiich I was enslaved, 
operating on a mind of originally fine structure, that the 
vei'Y look of man or w'oman, if boldly thrown upon me, 
V hether from curiosity or confidence, made me shrink intui- 
tively, and look confused or abashed; and I never could 
conceive that all the beauty I possessed could make amends 
for or overcome the prejudices against me originating in 
that cause, I w'as in this respect, how'ever, entirely WTong, 
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My rcnsitivcness gave me an interest in the eyes of Augns- 
tus, who, the moment he saw me, was so struck with the 
beauty of my face, and that very shrinking of my man- 
ner, that he inquired at Mrs Greville every particular con- 
cerning me; and got such an account as, he himself after- 
wards confessed, increased his curiosity by the mystic ob- 
scurity in which my aunt’s inability to understand me had 
wrapped all the peculiar attributes of my mind. He had 
felt some anticipative impression of a sympathy between 
our thoughts and feelings; and our intercourse — for he 
sought me the more fervently the more I retired from him 
soon satisfied him he was right in his estimate of my 
character. I am certain he understood me thoroughly, and 
I believe he was the only individual I had yet met who 
fathomed the mysteries of a heart only too good and pm’e 
for the world in which we live. But, if I was surprised 
and pleased with tliis, what may be conceived to be my 
feelings, when I at last found, in a beautiful youth of for- 
tune, the very moral counterpart of myself, with all my 
exalted views of my beloved and cherished goodness and 
moral loveliness ! Often as the pen of poet has been em- 
ployed in the description of the feelings of mortals under 
the influence of the tender passion, sublimed by the elevating 
power of virtuous purity, I am satisfied that small approach 
has been made to the reality of the love that soon bound 
me and Augustus together as creatures made after the same 
model, and yet different from all mankind. If other mat- 
ters did not hurry me forward, I could exhibit the thrilling 
details of a bliss which is thought to be peculiar to the re- 
gions above. I would only be afraid that the analysis 
would require to be carried so deep into the attenuated 
fibres of constitutions so seldom seen and so little under- 
stood, that I would be charged with my imputed error of 
applying unearthly visions to things of earthly mould. 
Love has become a by-word, because it is too often mixed 
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v. iih tlic impurities of vulgar natures; 'but such love as ours 
might tend to elevate and throw over the rapt fanci^^ of 
imaginative beings a forecast of that exquisite bhss wine 

awaits mankind in the regions of heaven. 

Cut even in this sweet dream, the evil of the world was 

destined to follow me. I had taken from^ two ladies the 
object of their love or ambition. Catherine Semple and 
Anne Ball, whom I have aheady mentioned, had been seve- 
rally intended by their mothers as the wife of Augustus— 
a match to which the young rivals themselves were as much 
inclined as their mothers, as well from the personal qualities 
of Augustus, as from his wealth and property. I was 
bated by these ladies before as a hypocrite. I was now 
the successful rival apparently destined to blast all the 
diei ishcd hopes of their love or ambition— and yet guiltless 
of cvem the thought of the earthly and debased feelings of 
what is known as rivalsliip. Our love was soou known to 
both the families, chiefly through the medium of Geoige 
Ball, who acted as the man of business of IMrs Grevillc, 
and in that capacity was often a visiter at the house. The 
eflcct of the intelligence was intense and stirring; and, 
through the simple medium of my aunt, I heard myself 
(h'lHuuiced as one who carried virtue on my face and tongue; 
sirnulntcd nervous sensibility, to give effect to my affected 
distaste of vice; and who yet bore within my bosom, for a 
licnrt, the poisonous cockatrice, whose eggs were the guile 
find decent that work more evil in the world than open- 
fa(;ed, unblushing vice. These statements 'were corrobo- 
rated by what I myself saw; for when I again met the 
voum^ ladies— and it was more by chance than intention — I 
was struck by the intensity with which thejg even in the 
jnesenec of others, expressed by look and manner the 
liatred they carried in their hearts against me, guiltless as I 
was cif thought or deed inimical to them or any other mortal 
cm cartli. The enmity thus flared upon me, with such 
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Btrcngtli of feeling, was experienced in the height of the de- 
licious dream of love in which I was entranced; and, soft- 
ened and mellowed as I was with the sweet enjoyment of 
tlic actual experience in Augustus of the visions of perfection 
I had so devotedly cherished, I felt again, and in an in- 
creased degree, the pain which the workings of evil seemed 
frted to produce in me. 

About the same time, another source of uneasiness rose at 
my side, in the person of George Ball. Whether actuated 
by love, or interest, or both, I know not— but I afterwards 
had reason to suppose he wished Augustus detached from 
me, to be free for his sister— this individual took the op- 
portunity of my aunt’s absence, and made, on his knees, 
warm professions of attachment to me. He declared that 
he was dying for me, and implored me to give him a test 
of his affection. I looked at him and trembled. He it was 
wiio had reported the affection of me and Augustus, and, 
with tlie knowledge that I loved and was beloved by 
another, lie thus attempted to burst the bonds of a holy 
and elevated connection — to make me ungrateful, perfidious, 
and base; and to render him in whom all my happiness 
was centred miserable and wi’etched. My frame of mind 
was too delicate for indignation; a slow creeping feeling of 
loathing was the form in which the contemplation of evil 
jiroduced an effect on me, and the sickening influence sel- 
dom failed in reducing me, for a time, to gloom and ner- 
vousness, I cannot describe my conduct on the occasion of 
this new discovery of the workings of the prevailing demon; 
but I believe that I hurried from the apartment with such 
an expression of 1113^ feelings depicted upon my countenance, 
as must have told him, more eloquently than words, the 
disgust he had roused in me, and the pain with which I was 
penetrated. The former he might understand, the latter 
was beyond the reach of his intelligence. 

I found an assuagement of these evds in the bosom of 
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AngDstu«», where lay the microcosm, that pure moral world 
I delighted to contemplate; but the illness of Mrs Greville, 
wliich shortly after supervened, called upon me to exercise 
actively those virtues of gratitude and kindness which 
formed a part of the scheme of my morality. Night and 
<lay I waited upon my benefactress, with the fondness of 
rdh'ction, and the fnlelity and unwearied steadfastness of 
princijilc. Between her and my Augustus my time was 
passed; and I know not whether I felt more satisfaction in 
the theoretical contemplation I enjoyed along with him, of 
the beauties of a good life, than in the practical application 
of onr views to the amcliorarion of my aunts feelings in her 
illness, and to the contribution to her ease and satisfaction. 
Yet all my assiduity seemed to be of little avail; she gra- 
dually grew worse; and there seemed to come over hei, at 
times, sorrowful anticipations of what might befall me, in 
the event of her death, mixed with, if not suggested by, re- 
er)l!eetions of the manner in which I had been treated by 
the families whose daughters aspired to the hand of Augus- 
tus. These thoughts were busy with her one day, and she 
had sent for George Ball to make her will. Before he came, 
she was visited by the mother of Augustus; and bcfoie the 
latter departed, Miss Catherine Semple and Miss Anne Ball 
also eame. I sat by her bedside, watching, through tears of 
symx'athy, every indication of pain or solicitude. It was a 
strange meeting, and presented an opportunity for a decla- 
ration of sentiment on the part of my aunt, that, ill as she 

was, slie could not let escape. 

“ IMartha,” she said, looking in my face, and taking my 
hand into licrs, “ oh, that I possessed the virtues of youv 
clear, untainted mind!— for then I should be prepared to 
meet the bright beams of that light of heavenly glory which 
searches to purify, and shines to enlighten, and bless, and 
make happy. Your trial may be now, or rather when I am 
gone; but your triumph will come vrhen you are as I now 
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f-.-itlvntTi!'’ *" injm-oyou” (she loolcca stead- 

fctb at the two young ladies); “ but, if Mrs Merlins re- 
mains your- friend, the riper-tongue of scandal or reproach 
^ nnot toiich you. The terms on which you stand with 

igustas I know, though I never can be able to compre- 
hend all the beauty of your mutual views and sentiments 
on that subject which is gradually opening upon me by the 
medium of a light from above. You have rivals ” aooking 

again at the two young ladies); “ but they are bold mortals 
who would dispute the victory with angels.” 

These words came to me like the “ fountain which was 
opened to the house of David,” for it banished from me 
many fears; but to Catherine Semple and Anne Ball they 
v,'ci c as adders’ tongues; and the eliminated poison, indigesterl, 
was thrown out upon me by every expression of hatred 
they could call up into their countenances. Mrs Merling 
was silent, but looked upon me with that sweetness which 
ro.sulted from those angelic views of heaven-born goodness 
she had communicated to Augustus. That look was to me 
an ample panoply against the scorching, revengeful fire of 
t lie eyes of my rivals, who, having expended all the force of 
their malevolence by the side of their prostrate and appa- 
rently dying friend, departed in wrath. In a short time, a 
servant came from George Ball, and stated that he was from 
home, and would not return till next day. My aunt ap- 
peared disconcerted by the intelligence, but said she would 
not employ another, as he alone knew the state of her af- 
fiirs, Mrs I^Ierling kissed me, and told me to be of good 
heart, for that, while she loved her Augustus, she must con- 
tinue to love me, who was his counterpart, and therefore (she 
added, with a soft smile) more of heaven than of earth. She 
departed, stating that she would return in the evening, to 
ascertain Ijow my aunt then was. These assurances of friend- 
ship I required to sustain me amidst this trying scene; for 
my old complaint had been exhibiting an activity among my 
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nerves, 'vl.ich shook me to the heart, and predisposed me 
for the pain of the endurance of enmity on the one side, and 
the solicitude of a friendship, on the eve of bemg ended for 
over, on the other. I was sitting convulsed by conflicting 
emotions, with my hand on my forehead, when Mrs Gieville 

°'“I fel worse, my beloved Martha,” she said, “and am 
solicitous about the return of George Ball. I would sen 
for another, but that I would so much prefer my usual man 
of busines.5. So far, at least, I can insure your safety, my 
love, in tlie event of anything happening to me before his 
return. Hand me that box that lies on the top of my escri- 


I complied, by fetching and laying the box on the bed. 
]\ty annt took a key that lay under her pillow, and, opening 

the secretary, exhibited a great number of jewels, which she 

liad got on the death of her husband, who had been a jew- 
eller on a great extent in London, and left her the trea,sure as 
her .share of his fortune. Some of these she had disposed 
of, and laid out the proceeds in the purchase of heritable 
jfi'opcrty, on the rents of which she lived; and the remaindei, 
along with an inventory, written in her own hand, she had 
dep(" ited in the box, of which she had always taken the 
greatest care. There were other valuable articles besides the 
jewels in the box; her title-deeds were there, and some 
liank-clicrpies, for money she had saved out of her rents. She 
lifted up two or three pearl-necklaces, and other articles, to 
enable her to get to a string of diamonds, apparently of great 

value. 

“Tlie.'c,” she said, “were valued by James” (so she always 
spr.lm of her liusband) “ at four thousand pounds. They 
were intended as the portion of my little Agnes, who died 
only one week before her father. Who has a better right 
to them than you, my dear IMarthal — take them, and along 
with them the necklaces, which I think are worth a hundred 
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gTiincas cacli. Tlic loose jewels in this interior l 30 x yoniB^ " ■ 
also take; they are of no great value, but they will suit you ' 
as articles of dress, when you become the wife of Augustus 
IMerliug. Take and place them all in your own trunk. If 
I got better, I will trust to your returning them to jrq with- 
out a request on my part, and the inventory maybe left here, 
to show what you have got. When George Ball comes, I 

shall make him put a clause in my will, to accord with this 
act and my sentiments.” 

She then locked the box, and I, with tears of gratitude in 
m} 03 es, went and placed the jewels in my trunk, and re- 
turned to the bed of my benefactress. 

You must look to your treasure, Martha,” she continued. 

I have guarded it well, having had occasion to doubt the 

honesty of INTagdalene” (the maid-servant), “ who, I fear, knew 

too well what that box contained. I missed a beautiful 

brooch last j^ear, and would have discharged her, but that I 

lied no evidence against her. Look well to the key of your 
trunk.” 

I could not reply to these statements of my aunt. My 
heart was full, and my tongue would not express the feel- 
ings of gratitude with which I was penetrated; but she 
understood me, and was content. Shortly afterwards, she 
said she felt worse, and I despatched Magdalene for ]\Irs 
hlerling, who came within half-an-hour, accompanied by 
Augustus, who sat in an antechamber, anxious to see me. 
The first look that Mrs Merling directed to her old friend 
detected the symptoms of approaching death, and she com- 
municated to me secretlj’’ the melancholy information. She 
seemed anxious about the attorney; but the situation in 
which I, who would be benefited by the will, and her son, 
who was so near, stood in relation to each other, produced 
a delicacy which prevented her from showing any anxiety ■ 
on tlie subject. The medical man, who came soon after, 
held out to us a very faint hope, and even hinted that be 
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himself was surprised at the sudden change that had taken 
place upon her. The unfavourable symptoms increased 
towards night, and the inteUigence of her Uliiess brought 
Mrs Ball, to get her curiosity satisfied, and her feelings of 
humanity excited. She had been informed by her daugh- 
ter of what had taken place in the forenoon, and had 
scarcely entered, when she alluded, in a sneering tone, to 
Augustus, whom she had seen in the anteroom as she passed. 
We sat round the bed of my dear relative, who began to 
exhibit symptoms of a wandering state of mind a cir- 
cumstance less noticed by the others than by me^ and hav- 
ing heard that Augustus was in the house, she requested 
to see him. I ran for him — he came and bent himself 
over the sick-bed, to administer some of the soothing 
sentiments of a mind replete vrith the balm of “the spirit 
of grace and supplications” which was poured on the 
house of David, She asked him to be seated, and, raising 
a little her body, she pointed to the box, which stood on 
the top of the escritoire, and wished it brought to her, that 
she miglit give Augustus a ring as a keepsake. I\Irs Merling, 
who sat next to it, obeyed the request, and brought the 
box. With trembling hands the patient sought for the 
key, and having found it, tried to insert it in the lock; but 
she was unable, and Mrs Merling assisted her. The box 
was opened, and my aunt, now in a state of delirium, ran a 
wild eye over its contents, and, raising her hands to heaven, 
cried — 

“Where are my jewels'? I have been robbed. Wretches, 
tell me where are those jewels which I have guarded for 
twenty years '? ” 

The excitement was fatal — she fell back, and expired. 
The confusion which followed this sudden and as yet unex- 
pected event drowned for a time the effect resulting from 
tlie extmordinary exclamation. The women were busy 
in various ways, and Augustus run to support me, who at 
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by wbat so immediately followed. 


Ben9ot<^ 


A Hwoonea la nis anr», 
and, wlien I recovered, found myself in my own parlour, 

Mdth Mrs Ball leaning over me. Augustus, alarmed by the 

length of time I remained insensible, had hastened away 

for the doctor, and left me to the tender mercies of the 

mother of my rival. When I looked up, the first object 

that met my eyes was my trunk, where were deposited the 

jewels I had got gifted to me by my aunt; and, by the 

po\vcr of association, I heard ringing in my ears the words, 

“ I have been robbed.” The air seemed thick, from the 

impediment which my swelling heart offered to my powers 

of respiration, and, holding out my hand, I pushed away 

her -who held me. The resistance offered to my hands 


smilin 


Avitli a cutting satire, which spoke her suspicions 

“ Who robbed yoim aunt, Miss Martha ? ” inquired she. 
“Why did you faint w^hen she mentioned the loss of her 
jewels 


“ Ha ! ” answered I, with an exclamation, rubbing my 
forehead, and still searching in my mind for a full recollec- 
tion of all that had taken place; “ I wish my aunt to ex- 
plain, in presence of Mrs Morling, and you, and Augustus, 
her extraordinary words. Come, come — let us go to her 
she must explain, she must free me of the imputation.” 

“Your aunt is dead, jmung woman; you saw her die,” 
she replied, with more bitter irony. “You have not yet re- 
covered yom’self. It was her death-bed confession. Whj’^ 
did it shake you so % You never can be suspected.” 

In an instant the full truth flashed upon me, and I saw 
that the death of my aunt precluded aU hope of getting 
her statement recalled, I felt a horrible load upon my 
heart, and gasped for breath. The thought that I had 
already allowed to pass the proper opportunity of stating 
the truth burned my brain with the pain of a seething 
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iron. ITie force of trutli was strong in me, and I struggled 
at this late period to tell all that had occurred; but, when 
I looked up in the face of my malicious tormentor, I could 
not speak, and I now felt that those sensibilities which 
made me so exquisitely alive to the sense of virtue had 
Lccoinc my enemies. The tliouglit of being suspccte 
and my confession that the jewels were in my trunk would 
amount almost to a conviction— seemed worse than death 
in its direst form; yet I essayed again and again to tell the 
trutli, and still I failed to pronounce one intelligible word 
of explanation. Mrs Ball, finding me recovered, left me, 
as she said, with her accustomed satire, to the attentions 
of Augustus Itlerling, who at that moment entered the 
room with the surgeon. He was delighted to see me 
recovered, and asked me, in tones that sounded in my cars 
moi’C grating than risped ii'on, how I felt. I answered, 
witli difhculty, that I was better. The doctor gave me some 
stimulant, and he and Augustus sat down by my side, 
talking on the sulijcct of the sudden change that had taken 
])hacc in my aunt’s disease, which no one had thought 
fatal. I sat silent, and expected every moment that 
Augustus would liavc mentioned something regarding the 
statement made by my aunt in reference to her jewels; 
but he never approached the subject — a circumstance 
which seemed to me extraordinary; for it was impossible, 
I thought, that so striking an incident could have escaped 
his memory; and as the presence of the doctor could form 
no reason (but rather the opposite) against a recurrence 
to the subject in his presence, I thought I had grounds for 
supposing that my presence formed the cause. The mo- 
ment this thought entered my mind, I shook throughout 
my whole system. The question rose incessantly upon 
me. Why does my presence prevent him from disclosing so 
startling and important a circumstance 1 The answer ap- 
peared lilain a’ld simple — Eccauic he suspects me. At the 
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tmio these Hioughts were passing through my mind, my eye 
caught again my trunk, and I now saw very plainly, Lm 
the position of tlie key, which, having been handled care- 
cssiy was hanging from the keyhole, that some one had 
Jceii tlieie. I recollected that, when my aunt grew worse, 

LTi ^ow sus- 

pected that Mrs Ball had opened it while I was in a state 

0 insensibility. As I fixed my eye on the trunk, I heard 
Augustus stop in the middle of a sentence; and, turning 
upon him a timid, furtive glance, I thought I saw him 
look at me earnestly, with a different expression of counte- 
nance from any I had ever yet seen him assume. The 
doctor seemed to notice the break in the conversation, and 


iminB- 


^ J-J 1 1 i ^ L cr 

ciiately, to the great increase of my misery. I was now 
left alone with Augustus, and my whole mind became, as 
it were, concentrated in my ear, to hear him break the 
subject which had become so awfully interesting to me. 
I was silent, and he, too, apparently, was inclined to be 
gloomy— a state of mind so inconsistent with the usual 
habitudes of a spuit ever in the contemplation of the fair 
side Oj. human natm’e, that I looked upon it as inauspicious. 
I had forgotten entirely— so completely was my mind ab • 
sorbed by the frightful subject before me— that he miglit 
respect the sorrow incident to my situation, and hold° it 
too sacied for an abrupt and officious condolence. At 
Icjigth the soft accents of symi^athy stole from his lips; and 
had the}'^ been as “ the ointment of spikenard,” they would 
have aggravated my pain; for he avoided — it appeared to 
me studiously— all reference to the conduct of my aunt. I 
knew not what words to use in my inane replies; and the 
moie studiously he seemed to avoid the subject, the more 
dilficult, the more certainly impossible, I felt the task of ap- 
proaching it myself. I felt now, more heavily than when 
ill the presence ol Mrs Ball, the weight of the i'Z/nethat had 
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already been aUowcd to elapse witliout an exp^ao.. 

aun?s statement, standing alone, was powerfu , almost lu- 
suDcrablc- but, joined to tbe lapse of time between the 
charge and the dcnial-for what could it be now but a de- 
nial ?-it would appear to be proof strong as holy ruit A 
this I felt with such soul-prostrating effect, that every effoi 1 1 
made to broach the subject was strangled m my throat, by 
the sympathetic power of a heart loaded with the shame o 
a suspicion that never could be disproved. In addition 
all this what I had already suffered had produced indica- 
lions of a coming accession of my nervous affections; and 
thus overcome by shame, terror, and physical debility, I sat 
beside rny coiufortcr as one in whose ears arc knelling t le 

Btrokes of the hour of execution. ^ i • ±1 . 

Augustus rose to depart; and, at this moment, his mothci, 

who had been occupied dressing the dead body, came in to 
ascertain how I was. She looked wistfully at me as 1 sat 
pale and trembling, and I thought I saw her motion to 
Augustus to leave us together. He went out, and shortly 
after, my fit came upon me, and retained me in its ruthless 
grasp for a considerable period. I never had recovered from 
an attack to a perception of such realities as were now be- 
fore me; and the more conscious I became, the more dread- 
ful seemed my condition. My first thoughts were directed 
to the speech of Mrs Merling; and I soon found that she too 
avoided making the slightest allusion to my aunt’s death-bed 
declaration. If the circumstance was strange in Augustus, 
it was more so in his mother, a female, not so apt to be for- 
getful of a matter where curiosity might have been expected 
to be roused to the highest pitch. I was now more and more 
convinced that both acted from a sense of delicacy towards 
me, on whom the whole weight of the suspicion of my aunt’s 
declaration doubtless rested. I felt the same load on my 
breast as before — the same difficulty to ajtproach the fear- 
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cause, iT tlie momlnU overcome by anothei 

— ss in’ tte: f “ 

:=rir..s:' ; ““ “ 

s&'- •“■ ' 

continue^rhv''“‘‘* was 

wci<rht Of tlfe ®a®cks of my complaint, by tbo 

and, by the distm^brng effects of horrid dreams the enn.n 
”ed often tri '’f 

sumed Often tlie character of nightmare, in which the form 
of my aunt was always (though dreadfully distorted) appa 

borne all them weight, and endui-ed ail their agony, rather 
than have suffered what always awaited me Cvhen Tsuc- 
cce e in wrenching my consciousness out of the grasp of 
he nocturnal fiend. Mrs Merling attended me, and Angus: 
us was incessant in his requests to know how I was. Mv 
aunt was, in the meantime, buried; and Mrs Merling who 
cominun mated to me the intelligence, seated herself by my 
bedside with the view, apparently, of opening to me some 

subject that lay near her heart. I looked at her and trem- 

Died. 

“ J\Iartha,” said she, I am going to speak to you on a 

subject of great delicacy; and it is because I know you arc 

possessed of as much good sense as generous feeling, that I 

will take the liberty of doing it after the manner of a friend.” 

She paused, and looked at me, as if her heart had been 

overpowered Avith pity. I expected now the long-dreaded 

announcement, and lay motionless, almost senseless, to hear 
the prouimciation of mv doom. 
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“ Your aunt was no sooner laid under tlie ground, began 
Mrs Merling, “ than her lieir-at-law— wbo is, as you know, 
your uncle by tbe motlier’s side, J aines Battie, one of tbe 
worst men that our part of the country has ever seen 


came 


and demanded possession of the house, with the articles 
therein; to all which, and indeed to everything which be- 
longed to the good old lady, he has an undoubted right, 
seerng that slie left no will The keys are accordingly to 
be delivered this evening to his agent, who, by the by, is 
Mr George Ball, and who has likely been selected in con- 
secpience of his having acted in that capacity for 5 our 
aunt, and therefore acquainted with her concerns. Every 
h)ck and drawer in the other parts of the house was sealed 
iq) before the funeral; and it was only on the rcpieseiita- 
tion that you were lying hero in a state of distress, that 
this room has not been entered. It is therefore necessary 
tliat you remove from this house this evening; and as I and 
my son know you have no home, no friends, and, I fear, no 


means, we have resolved to take from you no denial to oui 
request that you permit yourself to be removed to 0111 
house, where, allow me to say, my dear Martha, I hope to 
see you in the character of a respected and beloved daugh- 


ter-in-law.” 

Tliis announcement satisfied me that neither Mrs Mer- 
ling nor her son had any suspicions of my being possessed 
of my aunt’s jewels; and, so far as regarded these indivi- 
duals, I had no reason for the apprehensions that had as- 
sailed me; but alas! how long could they remain in that 
state of mind, when, as it had appeared, Mrs Ball’s son was 
appointed the attorney of the heir-at-law? That fact ap- 
peared decisive of my ruin. I could not contemplate the 
probable evils that might result from it, without exposing 
myself to the danger of another fit of my ailment; and 
making an effort to reply suitably to Mrs Merling, I, with 
great difiiculty, rose and got myself dicsscd, and removed 
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whereTmirw b ’’‘“f “<=«' benefactress, 

beie 1 might have enjoyed all the happiness of which mv 

tlnHjrnr - ‘«n 

realise some f ? i’”°“ 

icaUse some fond dream m having me under his motliers 

s IS intended wife. He renewed our former studies 
. d conversations; wooed my heart, in many forms and 

nmnts“ofT™“ “> ‘be calm, vii-tuous enjoy- 

ments of love; and seemed to make a total sacrifice of him- 

elf, his pmsuits and feelings, to the reclamation of me to 

my wonted participation in his sentiments, and sympathy 

with h s h.gdi-souled aspirations. These benefits, this wor- 

sh ip, that offer of happiness, only tended to render me from 

hour to hour more incapable to unburden to him my mind 

Ihe burden pressed upon me with the weight and horror of 

an incubus I forced myself repeatedly from the presence 

of him I loved above all earthly things, and wept in my 

c oset over a fate which iield before my eyes a fair heaven, 

imparted the capabilities of enjoying it, and the biirninr' 

vvish to reach it-and yet guarded it with a demon whose 

Visage was the chosen birthplace of terror. My struggles 

to impart the intelligence had become weaker and weSer, 

as the lapse of time rendered any declaration I could make 

less and less worthy of credit. If I had had the feeling of 

guilt, I would have naturally taken means, by removing the 

articles, to avoid detection; but, filled though I was with the 

forebodings of ruin and shame, none of the ordinary means 

of avoiding my fate ever occurred to me; and, though they 

had, my mind, filled with pure and elevated sentiments, 
would have shrank aghast at the devices of guilt. 

What I had akeady sufiered produced such an effect upon 
me, that I was reduced to the condition of a sicldy, lingering 
creature, destitute of the sustaining power that enables the 
most wretched of mortals to support their existence, and 
continue on tliis stage of crime and misery. Even my 
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chcrislicfl vicv.'s cf the grace and beauty of my favoiirito 
ethics ceased to yield me any pleasure; all my thoughts, 
iKtljcs, and feelings were absorbed by the one great and 
evrr-i)rcsent conviction, that I was liable to be suspected 
nriy, proved— a robber; and every ring of the door-bell 
smindcd in my ears as the prelude to my ruin. My condi- 
tion was soon noticed by the solicitude of my benefactors, 
wlio, by inviting company to the house, endeavoured to 
di ivc away what they termed my sorrow for my aunt. Mrs 
Dali and Anne Ball were of these parties. They looked at 
me as if tlicy enjoyed some signal triumph; and though, 
ly crouching into the corner of the room, I tried to avoid 
tlicm, tliey seemed to take a delight in following me, and 
contrasting tlie hilarity of their joy with the gloom of my 
melancholy. Shall I ever forget the looks of these women? 
^VIlen shall their words fade from my ear? Anne Ball put 
a question to me— Why did I not wear my aunt’s diamond 


necklace? 


carried 


What 


^\■ as 1 1 1 at ! 

In the morning I forced myself to the breakfast table, 
tlmugh I could scarcely walk that length. Augustus had, 
for . cvernl hours, been studying some portions of Plato, 
w here that philosopher, as he said, arrays, in the most beau- 
tiful language of any nation on earth, the most exalted ideas 
of man’s capabilities in the great field of heaven-directed 
virtue that ever fired the brain of the philosophic philan- 
thropist. Ill as I was, I listened to his description of what 
he had read; but every word was a dagger whose hilt was 
set wdth rubies, wdiose point sought my heart. The thrill- 
ing and swelling emotions wdiicli would, at one time, have 
obeyed the sounds of his voice, attuned to such music of 
moral s])hcres, seemed to fall back upon my heart and suf- 
focate me. The bell of the outer door now rang with 
considcral)lc vehemence, and I heard the steps of several 
individuals enter. I thought I heard my own name mem 
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tionc(T, and sliortly the step of one person, the others appa- 
rently remaining below, was heard upon the stair. The 
parlour-door opened, and George BaU, holding in his hand 
a paper, stood before us. He bowed to Augustus and his 
mother; but to me he threw only the glance of a cunning, 
triumphant eye. My heart was still; every muscle, volun- 
tary and involuntary, seemed bound up in the grasp of a 
spasm; and freezing fear, in place of breath, when my 

lungs played not, sustained me as a statue is sustained. 
George Ball spoke 

“ I trouble your family this morning, Mr Merling, on a 
matter of business. I hold in my hand a warrant of the 
sheriff to search the repositories of Miss Martha Ballingal, 
resident in your house, for certain jewels of great value, 
which belonged to Mrs Greville, her aunt, and an inventory 
of which was found in the empty box where the articles 
were deposited. Mrs Greville, as you and your mother 
botli know, declared on her death-bed that she had been 
robbed of these jewels; there was another witness who 
hoard the same declaration; and the empty box, with the 
inventory, corroborated the statement of Mrs Greville, who, 
indeed, could not have been wrong in a matter which so 
nearly concerned herself. How, the heir-at-law has good 
reason to suppose that these jewels, and particularly a 
diamond necklace, several pearl ones, and a number of 
loose jewels, all as set forth in the inventory, are in the 
trunks of kliss Ballingal; and the sheriff has accordingly 
granted a warrant for the purpose of having her repositories 
examined. I have stated these things to you at once, 
because the lady is under your protection, and I would 
not have conceived it fair to search lockfast places in your 
house, without first making this intimation to you person- 
al! v. 






Augustus looked at George Ball for some moments 
without speaking. He had been taken by surprise, and 
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th<? commnnicaiion had roused in him such a conflict of 
fceUngs, that he was entirely unmanned. A short time 
brought him to the power of a reply. Mrs Merling sat as 
one entranced. I was still able to maintain my position, 
but was ready to fall at a single turn of this extraordinary 

ceremony. 

“We were aware, sir,” replied Augustus, “that Mrs 
Grcville had lost or been robbed of her jewels, because 
we heard her declare so; but, in duty to the feelings of 
Miss Ballingal, who is bc3mud suspicion, we have refrained 
from alluding to the subject, until some light should be 
tlirown upon the manner in which the articles were carried 
off. The repositories of the maid should have been 
scarclicd. As to ]\Tiss Ballingal, that lady, I will take 
upon me to snj^, will cheerfully lay hers open to your in- 
spection,” 

I lieard no more that I could understand. A confused 
sound of men’s voices, and of their feet passing and re- 
passing, fell on my ear, and stifled screams of a female 
mixed at times with them, and died away into hollow 
moans. I do not know what time elapsed; but I found 
myself in my own apartment alone. I tried to lift mj^self 
up and look around. My trunks were open; the place 
where the jewels had been was ransacked; the jewels 
themselves were gone. I went to the door, and tried to 
open it; but it was locked, and the rough voice of a man 
answered by requesting me to remain quiet. It ■was not 
the voice of Augustus or of George Ball. I had never 
hoard it before. Presently the door was opened with a 
loud noise, and three men entered. They threw a shawl 
over me, and placed on my head my bonnet, which was 
lying near me; for they said that I was unable to do 
these offices for myself. They took hold of my arms, and 
proceeded to direct mo outwards. I passed through the 
room where we had been breakfasting. Mrs Merling sat 



192 




I ^ * 


TALES OP THE BOEDEES. 


t * 

in one corner, with a handkerchief over her face, and loud 
sobs burst from her. Augustus had buried his face in hia 
hands, and I heard heavy groans forcing themselves &om 
his convulsed bosom, in spite of all his efforts to restrain 


them. They never looked at me. 


Augus 


tusT* came involuntarily from me as I was hurried for- 


disowned 


mem sorrow. In a few minutes more, I was lodged in a 


prison. 


gned 


some, as all Scotch jails then were, and as many of them 
still are. A small grating looked out into a yard, where 
sick debtors were allowed space to walk. A small stream 
of light came in at this aperture, and exhibited to me all 
the horrors of my place of confinement — the pallet of 
straw, a broken chair, and fragments of iron chains, which 
bad been used for the purpose of binding felons. I cannot 
describe what I felt, as my eye glanced, in the dim light of 
the cell, over these articles; yet they added nothing to my 
pain. I may even say with truth, that they had rather the 
power of diminishing it— the lowest condition of despair 
sometimes drawing from an additional evil a species of 
frozen insensibility, which is felt as a relief. For two or 
three days I scarcely moved; my meat lay by the side of 
my pallet, and I saw crowds of hungry rats come and eat 
of it — fighting with each other over the vessel, and turning, 
at times, and looking at me, apparently without terror. 
The sight of these creatures at one time would have made 
me fly and scream, from an involuntary fear of them, to 
which I had all my life been subject; but I now sat and 
looked at them with apathy, though they approached so 
near to me that I could have seized them with my extended 
hand. This fit of inanity gradually wore off; but it was 
succeeded by a condition a thousand times more fearful; 

restrained blood had obeyed some impulse of 
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reacting natiu'c, my veins began to beat violently, my tem- 
ples throbbed, and the thoughts that had been frozen or 
fixed in one gloomy direction began to career violently — 
touching all subjects in their progress; retracing every pain- 
ful circumstance of my lot; contrasting my former happiness 
with my i)rescnt misery; foreshadowing my trial, my con- 
deinnatiou, my execution or banishment; and then, again, 
mixing ui) a thousand images, leaving me in a state of wild 
confusion, incapable of distinguishing one thing from an- 
other. This was the beginning of a fever. I was insensible 
for many days— had been bled and blistered— despaii’ed of 
— and recovered from the brink of death, to meet a fate a 
tlioiL^and times more dreadful. My trial, as I understood, 
was put off until I should bo in a condition to be able to sit 
iipriglit in the dock. AVhen I became able to speak, I was 
waited on by a man of the law. I knew not who sent him, 
but suspected tliat lie came at the bidding of Augustus, who 
probably thought I might yet be brought off. I told the 
man the truth; and requested him to ascertain whether my 
aunt was in lier senses when she made the declaration on 
her dcatli-bed. He ansv/ered, that he had already made 
inquiries on tliat subject, but that none of the witnesses 
would admit that she was otherwise than sane; and the 
circumstance of her having been on her death-bed militated 
against me. He seemed to pity me, but held out no hope. 
I asked to have one meeting with Augustus, but knew not 
whether my message reached him. He never came; and I 
had no relatives to take a part for me in my defence. 

The day of trial came; and I was removed in a carriage 
to tlie justice-hall, and placed at the bar. Ho one could 
have known me. I was the mere ghost of what I was; and 
would have fallen from my scat, had I not been supported 
liy two officers who sat by my side. I answered the judge's 
quc.stion of guilty or not guilty without rising, according to 
custom; and the words were no sooner out of my mouth, 

265 
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an I faintccl AVhen I recovered, the trial, had hcena 
10 sound of the witnesses’ voices seemed to come to mo 
through some other medium than the ear; for, though seem- 
ingly unconscious, I yet hoard. Mrs Ball appeared, and 

statement of Mrs Greville. The maid-semnt 
Identified the jewels. Augustus Merling was put into the 

witness - box. He spoke the truth - what he had heard 
my aunt declare. His mother was also there, and she spoke 
t le truth what she had heard my aunt declare. What 
availed my story against such evidence! What jury could 
hesitate on a point so clear ? I was condemned, and sen- 
cnced to transportation beyond seas for seven years; but 
my sentence was commuted for a year’s imprisonment. How 
I bore that— where I have lived since my release— under 
what name, what privations, what agency, what madness 
is it necessary for me to say 1 Twenty years have passed; 
and I am still a living, sensitive being. I have seen the 
children of Anne Ball and Augustus Merling, and I have 
also seen their parents, though 

when shall I be relieved ? 

Such is the narrative of Miss Ballingal. I have no rea- 
son to think she was ever righted. I saw her die. I believe 
in the expression of an eye fixed on a world of spirits. I 

have also often seen a smile of triumph as the soul fluttered 
to depart. 


they knew 


0 Godl 
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THE WARNING 

Among the inhabitants of Blackcnburu, which was once 
the scene of some incidents in the following story, Nanny 
Ferly was pcrliaps the most extraordinary. If man, 
woman, or child had caught a cold of a week’s standing, 
she never failed to discover a strong similarity between 
their case and the case of some one else who had died of 
consumption. Whether the complaint were toothache, or 
headache, or heartache, she seemed always certain that the 
symptoms were fatal; though sometimes she rather left 
people to infer tlic truth from certain significant hints which 
she gave them, than told it plain out. Upon these occa- 
sions, she would shake her head, turn up her eyes, groan 
audibly, and say, “Ay, ay, a fever often begins that way; 
and I VC kenned mony a ane earried to their end by a snaa’ 
beginning.” She believed as firmly in the existence of 
ghosts, wraiths, warnings before death, and, in short, all 
sorts of supernatural agency, as she believed in the truth of 
her Bible; and in these, along with her talk of “illnesses,” 

deatlis, and “burials” (births and baptisms were not 
among her favourite subjects), she found the means of satis- 
fying the craving of a morbid appetite for excitement, which 
she possessed in an eminent degree, 

111 the house which stood next to Nanny’s lived Nelly 
Jackson, who was rather a shrewd, thinking woman, and 
in some resnects the very antithesis of the former. She 
liad brought her husband four children, most of whom 
were grown up. They had, however, upon several occa- 
sions, been seriously indisposed; but their mother, who 

already knew Namiy’s propensity for peopling the other 
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woilclj {xnd who, with a creditahle degree of penetration, 
guessed the effect which the ominous shake of her head, 
and her usual “ay, ay,” were likely to have upon the mind 
of a distressed person, carefully prevented her from getting 
to their presence while they were ill; and though Nanny 
did not fail to foretell their fate, in her usual significant 
way, among her other neighbours, by some mistake they 
all recovered. Nanny accounted herself not only neglected 
but insulted, by not being allowed to exercise her bene- 
volence in visiting the sick at all seasons; Nelly, on the 
other hand, having seen her predictions falsified in the 
case of her own children, began to doubt that neither her 
foresight nor her piety were superior to those of others; 
she even ventured to speak rather slightingly of both, af- 
firming that “nothing gave Nanny greater pleasure than 
to see her neighbours dying; ” which speeches were borne 
to the ears of Nanny; and thus, though they neither came 
to fisty cuffs nor high words, there was little love between 
them. 

Next to Nelly, on the other side, lived Margaret 
I'.I'Kenzie, her husband, and a daughter, whose name was 
Mary. Margaret was an honest, industrious, and, in most 
respects, a sensible woman; but, from the circumstance of 
having been accustomed to listen to it for a length of time, 
her neighbour Nanny’s belief in the i:)reternatural had ac- 
quired a considerable ascendency in her mind, and often 
influenced her thoughts; so that she might be regarded as 
a sort of medium between the two characters already de- 
scribed. She had born to her husband a son and a daugh- 
ter; the former of whom had learned a trade and left them; 
but ]\Iary, who when young was rather a delicate girl, had 
always been kept at home. To accommodate and keep her 
as comfortable as possible, a small apartment, with a chim- 
ney and a back window, had been fitted up in the hen end 
of the house; and in this little sanctum, besides assisting 
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her mother with the household concerns, she had earned her 
own subsistence with her needle for several j^ears. Her con- 
stitution, of late, however, had greatly improved; and at 
nineteen— the time at which our story commences — she was 
a healthy, handsome, and, upon the whole, rather a good- 
looking young woman. 

From tlie days of their childhood, a close intimacy hah 
subsisted between her and Jenny Jackson, who had been 
her playmate and confidant from the earliest period of her 
recollection. But somewhat more than a year previous to 


the time here referred to, Jenny had arrived at that age 

wli(;n it is common for iiarents in a certain station to send 

their dauglitei's to “service out amang the farmers round,” 

JUS Burns has phrased it, that they “ may learn something of 

the world.” This, at least, is almost always assigned as a 

general reason firr sueh a step, and almost as often taken 

for granted. There are, however, several adjuncts, which 

nobody ever thinks of mentioning, and sundry little motives 

% 

of a private or personal nature, which are not without their 
influence in determining both the parents and the girls 
themselves upon the propriety of going abroad. In the 
first place, wlicn a young woman comes to be married — 
and most of them have a sort of presentiment that, at one 
time or other, they will have the misfortune to be so— she 
is always expected to provide, or bring along with her, a 
certain share of the furnishing of a house. Her share hav- 
ing been fixed by a sort of conventional laws, there is no 
escaping from it: at least there can be but little prospect of 
an honourable settlement in life without it — the other sex 
having, in general, enough to do with their own part of the 
concern, and being by no means more disinterested than the 
“true love” ballad-makers have represented them. To en- 
able her to make this provision, the parents of a portionless 
lass can seldom do more than lend her some little assist- 
ance in the way of advice and management, leaving her to 
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procure the wherewithal, or, in other words, the money 

with which the furnishing of houses, and everything else, 

must be purchased by her own industry. Thus left, service 

in the country, and some regular occupation, such as the art 

of weaving in the towns, are the only alternatives; and to 

one or other of these she must early devote her attention, 

if she intends to be in the field of matrimony within a rea- 
sonable time. 

To those who are acquainted with the tactics of the tender 
passion, it is, moreover, known that a bashful lover seldom 
cares for seeldng the society of his fair one in the presence 
of her parents, while the fair one herself as seldom cares for 
being seen in the society of a lover by these relations. In 
such matters, a great deal of deceit, or, to speak more pro- 
perly, of concealment, must be practised. There is a luxury 
in keeping all those delightful feelings, hopes, fears, fancies, 
and follies to one’s-self; more than half the excitement of 
the thing, and consequently more than half its ifieasure, 
would be destroyed if the secret were too soon divulged; 
and for some such reason, perhaps, your enamoured swain 
fears the eye of a mother, as being an interested party, and 
likely to be quick-sighted, more than that of any other hu- 
man being. Whatever be the cause, the effect which it pro- 
duces seems to be tolerably well understood by a very great 
majority of marriageable young women; and out of pity, as 
it would appear, for the failings of the other sex in general, 
and those of bashful young men in particular, they are 
sometimes willing to afford v/ooers an opportunity of seeing 
them in a less embarrassing situation. 

Influenced by one or other, or both or neither of these 
reasons, motives, or whatever the reader chooses to call 
them, Jenny Jackson, with her mother’s consent, engaged 
herself as a servant at a place called Heatherinch; and 
after having been nearly three quarters of a year in her 
place, she represented the advantages of “going to service” 
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ill so favourable a light, that her young friend, Mary 
]\rKenzic, felt inclined to listen to any proposal which 
miglit give her a chance of similar advantages. Such a pro- 
posal was not long awanting; for it appeared that Jenny 
really had a situation in her eye, and that her previous dis- 
course had been intended to prepare her friend for accepting 
it. Shortly thereafter, Mary was accordingly engaged to 
go at the ensuing Martinmas in the capacity of a servant 
girl to Cairiiybracs, which was a farm lying at the distance 
of only a mile or so from Heatherinch; and she promised 
licrself a whole world of satisfaction in being again so near 
licr friend. 

Here the reader will, no doubt, be inclined to think that 
Jenny was perfectly disinterested in these matters, and that 
slic could liavG no motive for doing as she had done, except 
a wish to promote Mary’s happiness. But, alas! how much 
of disinterestedness, charity, benevolence, and even piety 
itself, would disappear, if we could only apply the science 
of chemistry to the heart I Neither acids nor alkalis, how- 
ever, can be brought to act upon it; and as for the crucible, 
the copiJc, and the fusing-pot, they are out of the question, 
so that a chemical analysis is not to be expected; and in 
the absence of such tests, we can only judge of causes from 
cllccts; or, in other words, we must judge of the heart from 
actions and appearances. Be it known then, that, within 
the first half-year of Jenny’s service, two young men, who 
were also servants on the farm, had taken it into their heads 
to manifest rather more than an ordinary attachment to 
her. This she told not; but people do not expect to be told 
of such matters, and in the present instance they ascer- 
tained, or rather guessed, the truth, without any evidence 
fi om her. Their names were Andrew Angus and James 
Duff. Like herself, they were both engaged to remain for 
another year; and though Jenny might have managed their 
attentions and their addi'esses without much trouble, had 
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tliey been only lodged at a tolerable distance, she found it 
rather distressing to have them constantly so near her. In 
this emergency, it occurred to her that it were better to 
have one of them “ taken off her hand;” for the performance 
of this feat, her friend, Mary M‘Kenzic, was the most likely 
individual she could think of; and for Mary’s future lover 
Andrew was set apart. 

At the appointed time, Mary came to reside at Cairny- 
braes; but, as seeds cannot vegetate unless they are put 
into the ground, so neither can young people acquire an 
affection for each other unless they are brought together. 
J enny could not muster courage enough to tell Andrew to 
“go and see Mary;” she did not like to bid Mary “come 
and see him;” and, therefore, she had recourse to manoeuv- 
ring. The host of the Gazling Inn, on considering the case 
of his humble brethren, and the few opportunities they had 
of enjoying themselves, had agreed to give a New-year’s 
entertainment to as many of them as could afford to pay 
half- a -crown. According to the advertisement on this 
occasion put forth, the said brethren, for their half-crowns, 
were to have the privilege of bringing an equal number of 
sistren along with them. It was farther stipulated, that 
they should have a sufficiency of tea, sugar, bread, and 
butter set before them, or rather dealt out to them; a man 
vrith a fiddle and a fiddlestick \vas also to be provided, 
for those who might be inclined to dance; after which, all 
and sundry were to have as much liquor as they should 
choose to drink and for. Such an opportunity was 
by no means to be neglected, and the only matter of im- 
portance which Jenny had now to decide upon was, how 
she might procure a partner for Mary with whom she was 
not likely to fall in love. Andrew must be managed cau- 
tiously, lest he should become restive, and more stubbornly 
attached to herself than he had been before. He had no 
previous acquaintance of Mary, and it were both awkward 
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and indelicate, she argued, to send him off to seek a wo- 
man to whom he had not so much as spoken on any former 
occasion. She, moreover, did not like the idea of dismiss- 
ing him, which would have been implied in such a proceed- 
ing. She therefore deemed it best to bring the candle to 
the 7)10111, as if by accident, and allow him to flutter around 
it till he was fairly singed. For this purpose, a neighbour- 
ing rustic, called Ritchie Drycraig, was selected as one who 
was hkely to perform his part, and, at the same time, leave 
Mary’s heart free to be impressed with the image of an- 
other. By a slight exercise of maiden ingenuity, a little 
coaxing, and some sly hints, Ritchie was induced to set 
forth on his mission. The expected evening came — the 
various parties made their appearance — and so far all was 
right. 

Burns has told us, that 

The best-laid schemes o’ mice aud men 

Gang aft agley; ” 


and fortunate it were for the world, if mice and men were 
the only portions of society to whose schemes accident 
might give a wrong direction; but, alas ! there is no per- 
fection on this earth, and the schemes of women miscarry 
almost as often as those of them neighbours. Contrary to 
all reasonable expectation, and to everything like rational 
conduct, Andrew took no notice of Mary, while James 
Duff seemed to regard her with considerable attention, and 
“puir drucken Ritchie ” appeared to be perfectly bewitched 
by her presence. With respect to Mary herself, it was 
easy to see that she was rather pleased than otherwise with 
those indirect attentions and little notices which, in the 
course of the evening, she received from the said James 
Duff; and, notwithstanding his previous attachment to 
J enny, it almost appeared that he would have volunteered 
his service to conduct her home. But vain was every at- 
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tempt of the kind. Even if the maiden had been willing 
to accept of such service, from Eitchie there was no possi- 
bility of escaping. Mary had little skill in these matters; 
she could not manage them after the manner of well-bred 

damsels, and her only alternative was to aUow him to cariw 
her off. . 

At first Ritchie was “a’ crack thcgithcr;” but scarcely 
had they got beyond the precincts of the Gazling Inn, 
■\^ hen the conversation began to flag, and, after a consider- 
able silence, which his companion had in vain endeavoured 
to break — 


Mary, said he, prefacing his discourse with sundiy 
hiccups, “I’ve fa’n in love wi’ ye.” 

“ Fa’ out o’t as fast as possible, then,” said Mary, attempt- 
ing to laugh, though she really began to feel alarmed. 

“ Oh, Mary, Mary !” again began the maudlin young man 
most pathetically to plead. “ Oh, Mary, if ye only kenned 
what a heart I have, and how aften I’ve lookit at you 

when I never spake a word, ye wad never bid mo do 
that.” 

“ Lookit at me,” rejoined the other, affecting to be gi-eatly 
surprised; “ and pray what may the price of a look bo? If 
looks are to be made debts, I doubt my little property, 
which consists only of the claes on my back, will soon fail, 
and I must become a bankrupt.” 

“Ah, Mary,” persevered her undaunted wooer, “ye ken 
brawly what I mean; but you sinely never kenned what 
it was to be in love, or ye wad never jeer a body that 
way 


9 ) 


“ Love, they say, is warm,” replied Mary, “ and I would 
rather be in it, or in my master’s kitchen, or in my bed, 
or anywhere else, than out in this cauld night; so, if you 
do not walk faster, I shall be forced to run away and leave 
you.” 

“ My dear Mary,” said he of the Drycraig, mending his 
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pace a little, tlioiigli it was evident ho did so with great 
reluctance — “ iny dear I^Iary, I could gang at the gallop, or 
I could gang like a snail, or I could gang owro a linn 
and drown myscl, or owro a craig and brak my neck, or 
speak, or haud my tonguo, or do ony other thing on earth, 
for your sake, if ye would only allow me to love ye, and say 
ye loved me again.” 

“Weel, I must confess you would do a great deal for 
me,” said Hilary, beginning to enjoy his extravagance — teas- 
ing as he had become — and scarcely able to refrain from 
laughing at him; “ you would really do a great deal; but 
take my advice for the present: keep your head above 
water, and yom* neck hale as lang as ye can; neither gang 
owro the linn nor the craig, but the ncist time you are in a 
company, let fewer linns gang owro your am craig; and, 
in the meantime, neither speak of love, nor haud your 
tongue a’thegithcr, but (jcing at the gallop ! — that will 
please me best; for my mistress must be angry at me for 
staying out sae late. Or, stop ! I might run a race with 
you for a penny — the loser to pay the stake— and then, I 
can tell you some other time whether you arc to love me 
or not. Maidens, they say, should aye be mealy-mouthed 
at first.” 

As she uttered these words, she secretly determined, if 
possible, never to give him another opportunity of making 
simli a proposition. She also resolved to bear with him for 
the present, and leave him to learn her real sentiments 
from her future conduct. A crisis, however, was approach- 
ing which she had not foreseen, and for which she was 
wholly unprepared. Her protector, who had drank rather 
too liberally at the Gazling Inn, was now beginning to be 
ill such a state that he would have almost required a pro- 
tector himself. The moment he heard Mary’s light-hearted 
declaration, his emotion seemed to overcome him, he made 
a dead stand, and exclaimed, in the most piteous accents— 
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‘‘ I canna gang anither fit !” 

‘^Foul fa’ you and your feet baith,” said Mary, forgettina 

the resolution which she had formed only a minute a^o° 

and nearly losing her good-humour at the same time. “ I 

tell ye,” she continued, “that I should been hame lang syne 

and d ye think that I can bide here the hale night to hear 
you haver nonsense.” 


u ‘y I’ejoined the man of exclamations, 

this sets the crown on a’ my misfortunes, and I’ll never 
do mail' guid. Twice owre this same night I saw you looking 
at Jamie Duff: ye love him, and no me. 0 Mary, Mary, 
Mary!” and therewith he threw himself down upon the 
earth, or rather in a puddle of dirty water by the road-side, 
at full length, and began to weep and groan, in great tribu- 
lation. When his inarticulate wailings would permit, he 
again mutteied half sentences about walking over the 
linn 01 the craig, and he even threw out hints of an inten- 


tion to leave the world in that most ungentlemanly manner 
in which the law sometimes disposes of very dissolute 


characters. As the liquor with which he had been drench- 
ing his system had no doubt heightened the effects of his 
sensibility, his sensibility now heightened the effects of the 
liquor; and between them he was soon in a sad state of 
mental as well as bodily distemperature. 


Mary, who had little experience in these matters, would 
have readily given all the worlds which all the Alexanders 
and C^sars on earth ever conquered, had she been mistress 
of them, for some one to assist her in conducting him to 
any house where he might find shelter for the night, or 
perhaps, as she thought, a bed on which he might breathe 
his last. Fortunately for her, she soon heard the noise of 
footsteps approaching; and, in a few minutes more, she had 
the satisfaction of seeing, or rather hearing, James Duff, 
with his convoy, which was not a merchantman, but a mar- 
riageable woman, bear down upon her. 
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Janies had been left in quiet possession of Jenny Jackson, 
in consequence of Andrew — who was certainly the most 
enamoured lover — having got rather fuddled; from which 
circumstance he had been left at the inn to sleep off his 
debaucli; and, though the hands of the former were already 
full, he did not appear offended, nor even greatly distressed, 
at the accident which gave him an opportunity of again 
meeting Maiy. He immediately lifted the fallen man from 
the ground, on which he was still lying in a half-senseless 
state, and, with the assistance of the two maidens, who, in 
this iustnncc, lent their aid, “nothing loth,” conducted him 
to the nearest house, where they left him to recover from 
liis drench. 

jMary was now for running home as fast as possible, but 
the gallantry of her new acquaintance would not permit 
him to think of allowing her to go alone; he therefore pro- 
l)Oscd that she should go with them to Heatherinch, which 
Avas but a short way out of her road, and, after seeing Jenny 
safely lodged, he Avould accompany her at least a part of 
her journey. To this proposal Jenny was far from giving 
a hearty sanction, but the other seemed determined for once 
to take his OAvn Avay. She had her own reasons for Avishing 
not to tliAvart him openljq and, after some trifling demurs, 
she acquiesced. James, accordingly, escorted Mary as far 
as her master’s barn-yard, Avhich Avas certainly the most 
considerable part of her journey; and here, notwithstanding 
the lateness, or rather earliness of the hour, and her pre- 
vious hurry to get home, they spent they knew not hoAV 
long on the leeward side of a strae staclc, conversing on 
various subjects, Avhich to them, and to the Avhole world, 
might have been deemed of very little importance; and, 
though neither of them spoke one Avord of love, or made the 
slightest allusion to that interesting subject, it was almost 
morning before they thought of separating. 

The night adventure, thus happily got over, produced no 
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ad consoquences; but it was not long before Mary was 
. oUin threatened with the addresses of Eitchie Drycraig 
To these, however, she had sagely determined not to listen 
1 she could by any possibility do otherwise; and when ac- 
cordmg to the established rules of society, he presented 
himself at her bedroom window between the hours of ten 


known 


^ 1 f K/j cv gdltlU 

rap upon the glass and a low whistle, she was under the 
necessity of feigning sickness oftener than once to get quit 
of him. ^ But this, as it afforded her an excuse for not seein'r 
him, so it gave him a pretext for returning to inquire after 
her Health; and to avoid him, in a short time, it would have 
become absolutely necessary for her to lie constantly in 
bed. This would not do, and a new expedient was tried. 
N'ext time he made his appearance, the new moon gave a 
faint and uncertain light, which seemed to suit her purpose 
yeiy well, and fiom the half-opened window she whispered 
in his ear a terrifying tale of a ghost, which had been lately 
seen walking under the shelter of a hedge immediately in 
front of the house. She pointed out the very bush from 
which it had emerged; and just as she concluded, the obe- 
dient ghost made its appearance, wrapped up in as much 
white drapery as the wardrobe of any ordinary ghost coidd 
bo siiiijiosed to contain. But the terrified lover, instead of 
taking to his heels, as the damsel had exjiected, thrust his 
head and shoulders in at the window, which she had raised 
a little for the purpose of speaking to him; and the next 
moment he stood bolt upright in the room beside her. This 
was mending matters with a vengeance. The very plan 
which she had adopted to drive him from the outside of the 
house, had driven him to the inside of it; and, what was 
worse, she was left with him alone. From the odour of his 
breath, it was evident that he did not lack inspiration; and 
finding himself snugly housed, with the “maid of his heart” 

beside him, notwithstanding the terrors of the ghost, he 
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was beginning to talk of love; and had it not been for the 
otlicr servant girl, who came in shortly after, it is probable 
he might have reached the “ linns” and the “ craigs,” as he 
had done on a former occasion, before he had thought of 
stopping. Slie, however, assured him that she had heard 
her master stirring above-stairs — which, by the by, is always 
a formidable announcement to an enamoured swain — and 
warned liim to make wliat iiaste he could in getting home. 
But this information, though it increased his perplexity to 
an immeasurable extent, and ctFectually silenced him upon 
the former subject, gave him neither strength nor courage 
to face an inhabitant of the other world alone, and at the 
ominous hour of midnight, 
fight within walls than witliout them, wdiether the enemies 
were spiritual or temporal, he continued to keep his posi- 
tion; nor was it till the other servant girl had persuaded 
one of tlie young men who slept in the house, and who was 
supposed to set some value on her own good opinion, to leave 
liis bed, and promise to conduct Ritchie beyond the haunted 
neighbourhood, that he could be prevailed upon to depart. 

The hiring time at last came round; the whole of the 
servants on Cairnybraes were engaged for another year, and 


J udging that it were better to 


hlary’s master and mistress were anxious that she should 
remain also. They had every reason to be satisfied with 
her integrity, industry, and general good conduct ; and when 
she did not readily accept of their terms, they even went so 
far as to offer her a slight advance of wages, but to no pur- 
pose. Application was next made to her father and mother, 
in tlm expectation that they might succeed in persuading 
her to remain where she was. They readily consented to 
use their influence, never dreaming that she would reject 
any request which they iniglit proffer; but, for the first time 
in their lives, they had the mortification of seeing their 
wishes disregarded. For no persuasion, and upon no condi- 
tion, could she be prevailed on to engage for another ycarj 
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and, what was still more strange, she would assign no 
leason for leaving her place. Her unaccountable humour 
ni this respect gave rise to a number of conjectures as to 
its cause, of which one or two may be noticed in passing. 

Some people said that the ghost had scared her as well as 
Ritchie Drycraig; others supposed that she must have a 

lad about the bleachfield, who found it inconvenient 
to come so far to see her ; but the most general opinion 
was, that she wished to bring either the foresaid Ritchie, 
or James Duff, both of whom were regarded as a sort of 
danglers, or distant admirers, to an explanation. Here be 
it remarked, that this is a subject upon which young 
women in general can only endure silence with any 
degiee of patience for a limited time. Some, as a matter 
of course, will hold out for a longer and some for a 
shorter season, just as their natural temper may chance to 
be ardent or otherwise. But, assuredly, the patience of 
the most plodding maiden on earth, if her heart .should 
happen to be infected with the tender passion, will come 
to an end; and then, neither man, woman, young, old, or 
middle-aged, can tell what measures she may adopt, or what 
agency she may employ to bring forth the important secret. 
Some novelist or other has said — in spleen it would almost 
appear — “ that in the higher circles there is a regular system 
of managing these matters— that the whole had been re- 
duced to a science; and that an initiated damsel under- 
stands how to play her part in the important concern of 
getting a husband nearly as well as she understands a game 
at cards ! ” This, if true, must be an immense acquisition 
to young ladies; but, as the “ schoolmaster ” has not yet 
been so far “abroad” as to bring the discovery down to the 
country girl and the village maiden, these are wholly left 
to their own shifts— and shifts, at times, they must try. 
But, as to these, the present writer would be almost wholly 
ignorant, were it not for certain of the sex themselves. 
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whom he hns licard declare that a quarrel about something 
or nothing is one of their most natural expedients, and, as 
such, is frequently resorted to with good effect. Next in 
order, according to the above-mentioned authorities, is a 
fliitinej or separation, which is to last for a length of time: 
such a step seems to throw the parties concerned at once 
upon their beam -ends; and before they can trim their 
ballast again, the secret may chance to “spunk out.” 
Thus there was, at least, a show of reason in some of the 
conjectures just alluded to. But after having noticed these 
tilings, that tlic reader may judge of their probabilities 
and inipi'obabilitics for himself, to keep up the dignity and 
the veracity of history, he must now be told the truth. 

By this time, Maiy was completely tired of the tricks 
and shifts by wliich she had endeavoured to evade the per- 
severing Jiiickie, who, whenever his dry-(r'aig was moist- 
ened with tlic water of life, or any other strong water, was 
cei taiii to pester her with his visits and importunities. She 
also considered it highly dishonourable in herself to en- 
courage any feelings in James Duff which might have a 
tendency to seduce him from his allegiance to another; and, 
to be free from these annoyances and temptations, with 

wliich she knew not how to contend, she honourabl}^ and 
resolutely determined to return home. 

At the Martinmas term Mary accordingly took up her 
abofic again with her parents at Blackenburn. The day 
fci which she returned was wet and stormy, and she caught 
a cold, which kept her rather indisposed for three weeks, 
ihc most fearful in such cases, however, could have seen no 
reason for apprehending the slightest danger, till Sabbath 
morning ushered in the fourth week. But, on this parti- 
cular morning, though Mary felt much better, her mother 
appeared uncommonly thoughtful, or rather seriously 
alarmed. From her husband and daughter, however, she 
endeavoured to conceal her perturbation as much as pos- 

266 
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sible, and as soon as her neighbour’s door T^as opened, she 
went to in^juire for Mrs Jackson. 

“ How are ye this morning?” said she, as she entered. 

Ho that illl was the reply. ‘‘ How are ye youi’sel?” 

“ I may be thankfu, I’ve no reason to complain j ” said the 
other, in a tone which was in itself a complaint. 

“Dear me, Margate,” rejoined Helly, “what’s wrong? 
I have not seen y^e look so ill for many a dar, as ye do diis 
precious morning. Something is distressing ye, I doubt” 

“May the Lord have mercy upon me and mine i ” ejaculated 
Margaret, wiping away a tear as she spoke; “hut, saving His 
holy will, I fear I have oure guid reason to he distressed.” 

“Sorry am I to hear that!” responded Kelly, catching 
almost nnintentionally the low impressive tone of her neigh- 
bour. “ But what is’t weman, if I may speer?” 

This was exactly what Margaret wantal, to enable her to 
unburden her mind; and she now oroceeded to tell the caiiso 
of her distress. Seme time about midnight, or it might be 
toward morning, she could not he certain which, she had 
been aTvakened from her sleep, by what she described as “a 
sharp rap upon the window, followed byalang laigh sough, 
like the wind whistling in a toom house.” She rose steal- 
thily from her bed, to ascertain, if pos.sible. the cause of 
these unwonted noises, and, while she scood irresolute in 
the middle of the floor, she heard a low, husky, indistinct 
voice, •wiiich, she said, “resembled that of a dying man,” 
prouDunce the word jilarij. “At henring that voice,” she 
continued, “every hair on my head smod on end, and rny 
very flesh shook as if it would have fa’n from my hancs; 
but a mother’s atlcction for her ain bairn, and iny anxiety 
anent Mary’s distress, made me dcs 2 )Ciate; and, to be satis- 
fied whether it vras anything earthly which had uttered th.at 
AYord, I opened the door, and there I saw her wraith stand- 
ing at the window as clear os ever I saw hcrssl I— 01] sirs! 
oh sirs ! That sight gars my flesh a’ creep whenever I tliiiik 
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on’t ’ It was a’ dressed in wliitc except tlie liead, and that 
was as black as our Mary’s, and it’s black aneugli, ye ken. 
It was just about her size, too, as nearly as I could guess; 
but as soon as it saw me it glided round by the end of the 
house, without moving foot or hand, and was out of sight in 
an instant. And now, lot a’ the doctors, and a’ the neigh- 
lionrs on earth say what they will, I believe that my Mary, 
poor tiling, is fa’cn into a decline, and that this was nae- 

thing but a warning! — Wo’s me ! wo s me ! 

“ Ilout, woman ! ” said Nelly, v/ho had listened to thif 

mournful recapitulation, not without some indications of 
doubt ns to its authenticity— “ hout, woman; yesterday was 
payday, as tlicy cat, among the bleachers, and I’ll warrant 
the wiaitli was just some scamp frae the bleachfield, wha 
bad gotten bimsclf balf-fou, and wanted to get a whiles 

daflin wi’ the lassie, Sabbath morning though it was.” 

“ O Nelly, Nelly ! ” rejoined the other, “ I wonder to hear 

ye speak at that rate, after what happened in Nanny Ferly s 


last summer ! 




Finding that she was not likely to meet with much 
Hj’^mpathy here, Llargarct left the house rather abiuptlj'. 
Fut her mind was in a state of perturbation which 
forbade her to rest, and she hastened forthwith to Nanny 


Ferly, her next neighbour, to whom she told the same 
story, word for word, and had the satisfaction if satis- 
faction it can be called— of seeing every circumstance lis- 
tened to with the deepest attention, and every syllabic be- 
lieved as readily as if it had been part of a sermon. 

“ Ay, ay, Llargatc,” said her auditor, when she had heard 

the story to an end, “it’s a warning, shure ancugh; and 
that will be seen before lang; for I never kenned a warning 
fail. I’ll mind that nicht as lang as I live, when the warn- 
ing came for my sister’s dochter, Lizzy Lawmont; and weel 
I wat she was as dear to me as if she had been my ain bairn 
— though I’ve aye been spared the fashery o’ bairns. Aweel, 
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tlie doctor said she was greatly better; and sae, as I was 
complamin at the time, she was taen ben the house, to let 
me get some rest; and Lizzy .Duncan-glaikit hizzyl as she 
has turned oot-cam to sit up for the nicht. The doors' were 
baith steekit, and the lamp was blawn out in the expecta- 
tion that she would fa’ asleep, and I was lying waukin, with 
the worm %n my lug, when I hears a rap at the windock, 
just as ye heard it, and something said Lizzy, as laigh and 
as plain as I’m saying it enoo. Aweel, I startit up, expect- 
ing to find the dear lassie a corpse, but it was some time 
before I could gang ben to see; and when I did gang ben, I 
found her waukening frae a sleep; and Lizzy Duncan said 
she had sleepit mair than twa hours. But, from that mi- 
nute, I kenned brawly what was to happen, and from that 
minute she grew waur and waur, till the neist nicht about 
ten 0 clock, when the speerit left her weel-faured clay to 
the worms. Sae, Margate, never build yoursel up in Nelly’s 
nonsense about lads; she’s a puir haverin body; and, as 
shui-e as the sun rises and sets, your Mary is gaun Vast 
from this world, e’en as my Lizzy gaed before her.” 

The poor mother was affected to tears by these lugubri- 
ous observations. The propriety of apprising Mary of her 
approaching fate was next adverted to by Nanny. Margaret 
did not adopt her views of the matter at first; but when the 
culpability of allowing her daughter to indulge in the vani- 
ties of the world, when so near her end, was reiiresented to 
her, she gave her consent, with a flood of tears; and, after 
making some arrangements for communicating the necessary 
information, they parted. 

The day, for one in the middle of winter, appeared to be 
uncommonly inviting, and Mary, who now fancied herself 
quite well, proposed going to church. To this proposal she 
expected a number of objections from her mother, but she 
was ratlier agreeably disappointed, for Margaret only ob- 
served, in an unusually solemn tone, that “folk should gang 
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to the kirk as lang as they were able,” and she accordingly 
went. When the congregation was dismissed, the air was 
almost as mild as if it had been summer; the sun shone 
faintly but cheerfully upon the faded scene, giving an un- 
wonted appearance of warmth to the southern slopes and 


sunny side of the hedges. Some feathery songsters were 
still warbling their “ wilde notes ” from the leafless trees, 
and, on her way home, Mary felt her spirits cheered, and 
her whole frame invigorated, by the fresh air and the univer- 
sal calm. The scene, the season, and the sacred day, alike 
seemed to “ woo the heart to meditation;” and she was pro- 
ceeding a short way in advance of the other worshippers, 
doubtless wi'njtpcd in some reverie, when her thoughts, 
whatever they might be, were dissipated by Nanny Ferly, 
who, puffing and i)anting from the effects of rapid travelling, 
now came up and addressed her from behind. 

“ That’s a braw gown ye have on the day, Mary,” were 
her first words, uttered in a tone of more than sepulchral 
solcmnltv. 


“ Nac brawer than ordinary,” was Mary’s reply. 

This did not appear to be exactly the answer which had 
been anticipated, and Nanny— who, like other far-sighted 
individuals, had no doubt calculated the chances of the con- 
versation, and provided herself with sentiments suitable to 
the occasion— seemed to feel rather out. She soon recovered, 
however, and adjusting her sails to the wind, proceeded upon 
a new tack. 

“ I was jujf^ thinking, as I came up bcliint you,” she went 
on, “ what vain and frail creatures we a’ are ! We labour 
to deck out our bodies in dainty claes, and to appear strong and 
healthful, and engaging in the eyes of others, when we should 
be thinking of our winding-sheets and our coffins, and medi- 
tating on the worms which are shortly to prey upon us in 
darkness. And maybe at the very time when we are be- 
stowing the gi’eatcst care upon thae worldly vanities, death 
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may be hovering owrc us, with his hand stretched out to 

smite, and giving us luarning to prepare for our last gasp, 

and that sma’ house which is theeldt wi’ the lang grass o’ 
the kirkyard.” 


iC 


a 




a 


A’ that may he true,” rejoined Mary; “but what, if I 
may speir, hasgi’en sic a kirkyard turn to your conversation 
the day ? I am bettor now, I assure you, and I hope you dinna 
think that, because I had the cauld aught days since, and be- 
cause I have on a new gown the day, I maun die neist iveek.” 

That s just the way with foolish young creatures in 
geneial, and you amang the lave,” resumed her companion, 
waxing yet more solemn in her tone and manner of speak- 
ing. “ They aye keep the day of distress and of death far 
away from themselves: but death stays not his dart for 
their folly, and the messenger will come at his time, whe- 
ther they will think of his coming, or whether they will 
keep their thoughts fixed upon worldly vanity. 

What is the meaning of all this ? ” said IMar}^, who now 
began to feel somewhat alarmed. “ Has anybody persuaded 
you that I am really dying, or that I am not as likely to 
live as others of my age, because I have had a slight cold, 
from which I am now perfectly recovered? Tell me at once 
for I can endure your mysterious hints no longer.” 

“Then I must tell you the truth,” said Hanny, whose 
voice had now reached the uttermost pitch of solemnity 
which it could compass — “I must tell you the truth, though 
I had meant to prepare j'ou, but in part, for what is before 
you. And think not lightly of it, I beseech you, for it is 
indeed a terrible thing to go down to the grave in the bloom 
of youth, and to be a feast for snails and worms, when we 
are promising ourselves many days of worldly enjoyment. 
But, as I said, I maun e’en tell 3'ou the truth, as I tolled my 
ain dear Lizzy Lawmont, when she was 011 her death-bed; 
and weel it was that I did tell her without delay; for, from 
that minute, puir Lizzy postit to her grave.” 
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Here slic went over tte whole story of the warning, with 

such iidditions, emendations, and exaggeration, as were ne- 
cessary to give it its full effect. In this department of lite- 
rary science she displayed a power of contrivance and an 
ingenuity which might have done honour to a professed 
story-teller. But in the pre/.-.ent instance her art seemed to 
be almost thrown away; for, after she had given the finish- 
ing touch to the picture— and she did it with a master- 

hand — 

“Is that a’?” said Mary, with a smile, which ^showed 
that her heart was greatly, if not wholly relieved— “is that 
a’ 1 ” she repeated, in a tone which made her fellow-tra- 
veller turn her eyes to heaven with a feeling of pious in- 


dignation. 

“Ay, that’s a’,” rejoined Nanny, with a degree of pique 
in her manner which she could not conceal; “ and little 
effect it a’ seems to hae upon you! But I maun go and 
spier for auld John Gavel, wha has been sair distressed 
for mair than a fortnight; and sae, guid-day.” As she spoke 


the last word, she left I\Iary to pursue her journey alone, 
and turned down another road, with the friendly intention, 
no doubt, of persuading Mr Gavel that he was beyond all 

hope of recover}^” 

■\Vondcrful as it may seem, after what had happened, 
]\Iary continued to enjoy good health, and what was still 
more unaccountable, excellent spirits, for a whole fortnight. 
Witliout making any direct allusion to the warning, from 
which she evidently wished to keep at as great a distance 
as possible, she did everything in her power to dissipate 
her mother’s apprehensions on that subject; but at the end 
of tliis period, the fears of the latter were again awakened 
in all their force, and as soon as the neighbours were astir, 
she again hastened to lay the burden of her distress before 
Nanny Ferly. 

“0 Nanny, Nanny!” said she, wringing her hands, as 
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she entered the domicile, “ sic a night as IVe passed f If 
the Lord should give me strength to endure, I must not com- 
plain; but, I fear, if thae awfu things continue to happen 
about our house. I’ll no stand it lang, or if I do stand it. I’ll 
surely lose my reason.” 

“What have you seen or heard ?” inquired JN’anny, eagerly, 
as soon as she couid get in a word. 

“ I’ve heard as muckle as micht drive a niither oot o’ 
her senses,” was the reply; “and it has driven rest frae 
my bed, and ilka Sabbath-day’s thocht out o’ my head. 
But, to tell ye what it was: — Some time after midnight, I 
heard the very same sharp rap at the window that I heard 
yesternight was a fortnight; and, as I’ve never sleepit 
sound since that awfu nicht, I started up, and listened. 
Aweel, after awhile, the rap was repeated, but naethiug 
spake; and then I heard a deep, low sound upon the win- 
dow-frame, which I could compare to naething save tlie 
noise of bringing in an empty coffin; and then Nelly Jack- 
son’s dog gae a bai-k, and I heard nac main. I was aye 
trying to convince mysel that it micht be only a trick the 
first time, and this conviction gathered strength when I saw 
tlic lassie keep her health frae day to day; but I doubt, I 

doubt, something gaim to happen now ! ” 

“Ay, ay!” was Iv'anny's response; and as she sj^oke her 

voice assumed its gravest tone; “it’s owre like something 
will happen, and that before it’s lang. Puir John Gavels 
wife heard a soughiag i’ the lum twa nichts afore he died; 
and I tolled baith her and him what wad happen, and hap- 
pen it did, sure anciigh.” 

Unquestionable as these warnings had been considered, 
their fulfilment, to Uanny’s great discomfiture, did not 
follow so speedily as had been expected. The new-year 
season again came round, wicliout anything extraordinary 
having happened; and with it came Jenny Jackson’s wed- 
dinir. Jenny’s scheme, like tire “schemes” of the before- 
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mentioned “ mice and men,” had entirely failed With a 
degree of vanity which may he easily pardoned, she had 
been led to suppose that James Duff was really attached 
to her, while lie, in reality, only bestowed some attention 
upon licr for the purpose of iilacjuing Andrew, and to 
amuse himself when he had nothing else to do; but, from 
tlie evening on which he first saw Mary M‘Kenzie, he had 
become less and less assiduous in these attentions, till, in 
tlic end, she began to grow fearful of “losing the market 
altogether, and was glad to accept an offer of marriage fioni 
Andrew, almost as soon as it was made. But, though the 
said James, in country phrase, had drawn hack, he had 
carefully avoided everything like a quarrel; and, as they 
liad been fellow-servants, and had, moreover, been upon 
the most friendly terms up to the very day on which they 

parted, he was invited to the wedding. 

Passing over the ccicinony, and all that conceined it, 

Mary LTackenzic was also among the wedding guests, and 
she did not appear to bo forgotten by James Duff; for lie 
embraced the first opportunity which presented itself of 
renewing their old accinaintancc, by placing himself beside 
her. U])on this occasion, she appeared to receive him with 
more open frankness than she had ever done before, wiiile 
he appeared highly gratified with the change of sentiment 
wdiich she now manifested towards him. For a time, they 
carried on a sort of exclusive conversation, in very low and 

A. T 
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confidential tones; and, when INIary afteiwvards complained 
that she felt uncomfortably warm, fvnm the, number of 


])eoplc congregated in the small room, James proposed to 
take a walk in the open air. This proposal wms readily 
agreed to; and, the evening being calm and still, though 
dark and cloudy, they sauntered for some distance along 
the road, in the direction which led out of the village. 
James did not seem to suppose that any one would expect 
their return ; he seemed to We forgotten everything except 
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liis companion; and be would have wandered on, neglectful 
alike of the distance from home and the lapse of time, had 
not Mary ventured to remind him of the possibility of their 
being missed from the company, if they should prolong their 
walk, and hinted the propriety of immediately returning. 

This hint gentle in itself, and sounded, or rather whis- 
pcied in his ear, by a voice the very gentlest imaginable 
—nevertheless, seemed to strike liim as something wholly 
unexpected; and, while they turned to retrace their steps, 
he appeared rather at a loss what to say. The truth was, 
he had been thinking for some time past of introducing a 
subject in which he felt he was deeply interested; but, as 
he had never in his life before had occasion to introduce 
such a subject to the notice of a woman, he knew not how 
to begin, and hence his inattention to the matter of miles 
and furlongs, and the length of their walk. Fearing, how- 
ever, that another opportunity equally favourable might 
not soon occur, or j^erliaps he might be influenced by the 
idea that some one more favourably situated might super- 
sede him it matters little which — at length he did make 
out to declare his affection; with what tones, or in what 
words, has not been recorded. 

The days, at this season of the year, being nearly at the 
shortest, and the nights at the longest, the evening’s fes- 
tivity was early begun, and the bridal merriment had 
lasted at least five hours before ten o’clock. By this time, 
James Duff, who had a number of miles to travel before he 
could reach his master’s farm, and who, moreover, had to 
attend his work next day, began to think of taking his de- 
parture. But, while the mirth and festivity had been pro- 
ceeding within, the weather had been getting gradually 
more and more stormy without. For the last half-hour, 
the wind had been howling furiously and loud around the 
house; the few stars which were visible sent down a 
sklintin light;” the clouds, previously accumulated, had 
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(.cmn to career overhead ; and, at the time spoken of, a 
Windint^ fall of snow came on. James, however, von 
have proceeded on his journey; but Mary, as soon_as she 
saw the state of the weather, insisted on the “ 

ratlier necessity, of his stopping tdl morning. With 
wislies in this respect he declared himself ready to comp y, 
if she could only find some place of shelter where they mig 
pass what remained of the night, and promise to keep him 
company. But with this she was not to he satisfied. 
Tliou^di he seemed to set little value on his health, she said 
that The could not consent to see him wilfully throwing it 
away. The night was now piercing cold; and as he must 
he fatigued with his previous journey, and would have to 
work hard next day, she insisted on being allowed to pro- 
vide him witli a bed. Beds, however, were not easy to be 
found in tlie iieighbourhood-there being in most of the 
liouses no more accommodation than what ^yas necessary 
for the families they contained; but the ingenuity of woman, 
when really and fairly set to work, is seldom baffled. She 
soon recollected a female acquaintance who slept alone; 
and, by taking up her quarters with this individual, her 
own bed wouid be left for the reception of him for whose 
comfort she now seemed to consider it her duty to provide. 
This arrangement completed, she conducted him to her 
motlier’s, where no opposition was oifered to her scheme; 
and, after placing a light for him in her own little room, 
and bidding him an ailcctionate good-night, she left him to 
his repose, which, as the sequel will show, was not destined 


to be unbroken. 

Both pleased and excited by the occurrences of the even- 
ing, the blood coursed Ins veins too rapidly to admit of 
sleep for a time. He had, hftwever, closed his eyes, and a 
dream had begun to operate upon his imagination. It was 
a dream of a house which he could call his own, a clean 
hearth, and a cheerful fire, with himself snugly seated in 
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an arm-chair on one side of it, and Mary sitting on tho 
other, Imittmg a stocking; and, ever as he addressed her, 
hendmg on him a pair of smiling eyes. Alas ! what is the 
happiness of man, in most instances, save a di’eam— some- 
times a waking one, sometimes a sleeping one— but seldom 
real . From this pleasing illusion he was awakened by a 
noise at the window; and the house, clean hearth, cheerful 
fire, arm-chair, along with Mary and her stocking, at once 
disappeared in darkness. He heard her name repeated in 
a low whisper; and,^ after a considerable pause, the noise 
increased. Upon this occasion, it appeared to be something 
worse than an ordinary warning — as that might be— 
for it continued. At first jealousy took possession of his 
heait. Could it be possible that Mary was making a 
dupe of him, while she really preferred another? And 
could it be that other who was now making a noise for the 
jiuipose of awakening her?” These were questions which, 
in his fiist surprise, he naturally jiut to himself, without 
being exactly able to answer them. Something more serious, 
however, than the awakening of young women seemed to 
be in the wind, and his next thought was of robbers. This 
idea, upon farther consideration, he was also forced to re- 
ject; for he had remarked that, except the bed upon which 
he was lying, a table, a small mirror, and some trifling 
articles of female attire, there was neither chest, chest of 
drawers, nor anything else in the apartment which could 
possibly conceal treasure; and it was not likely that prac- 
tised robbers would put themselves to much trouble for 
beds, tables, and six-inch mirrors. Upon these things he 
had ample time to reflect; for the operations at the window 
neither appeared to be scientific nor successful. They con- 
sisted of a sort of half-cautious rubbing and scratching, 
which was kept up with little intermission; and at last he 
felt inclined to think that the whole might be the work of 
some one who had sat too long at the bottle, and, after 
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being cTcr.crtcd by his companions, had forgotten to go to 
bed. But, then, unless he were in some way or other con- 
nected with Mary, or unless his visits at least had, on sonm 
former occasion, been sanctioned by her, what reason could 
he have for selecting that particular window as the scene of 
his nocturnal operations? A certain degree of reviving 
jealousy, mingled with a strong feeling of curiosity, now 
took full possession of the doubtful lovers mind, and 
having, to his own astonishment, remained so long silent, 
he resolved to await the issue wdthout uttering a word. 
Fortunately he had heard nothing of warnings, and but 
little of gliosts; the little which he had heard he entirely 
discredited; and, by attributing the whole directly to na- 
tural and not supernatural agency, he felt strengthened to 
abide by his resolution— a circumstance which could have 
liardly occurred, liad he held, in its full perfection, the doc- 
trine of the visibility of spirits. 

The noise continued for nearly an hour and a-half; and 


when it ceased, after something like a gentle wrench be- 
stowed upon tlic window-frame, he heard a foot cautiously 
ny>proaciiing the bed on which he lay; and, by compressing 
his lips with a desperate effort, and almost stifling his very 
breath, he suppressed an involuntary inclination to start 
up, and either place himself in a posture of defence, or give 
the alarm. In half-a-minute more, he felt a cold, rough, 
clammy hand pass over his face. A freezing sense of terror, 
which had nearly converted him from his scepticism with 


]-espect to ghosts, shot directly to his heart, and a chill per- 
spii-ation was bursting from his brow*; with the next breath 
he had probably started to his feet, and attempted to fly; 
but at that instant he Avas relieved by hearing a voice with 
which he was w*ell acquainted, in soft and tremulous ac- 
cents, pronounce the word Mary. That he might be certain 
as to the identity of the speaker, he waited till he heal'd the 
name repeated, and then spoke. 
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“Fdcncl,” said he, in a stern voice, “I doubt you seel: 
one who is not here;” and, as he spoke, he made an at- 
tempt to grasp the former speaker. But his words, few 
and commonplace as they were, had produced a more in- 
stantaneous effect upon that individual than the most 
powerful exorcism of a Catholic priest ever produced upon 
rats, mice, or any other pest of humanity. The moment the 
first syllable sounded in his ears, he made a hasty retreat; 
and after the intruder was gone, the little that remained of 
the night passed without farther disturbance. 

Mary had felt too much oppressed with tumultuous, yet 
happy feelings, to sleep during the night, so that there was 
little danger of her being late in rising; and, according to 
a promise made on the previous evening, she was at her 
mother’s cottage some hours before daylight. In a few 
minutes the fire was lighted up, and she was proceeding to 
cook a slight repast for the stranger, when he himself 


made his appearance in that apartment which might be 


called the kitchen. She saluted him by inquiring “how 


he had rested?” and he answered her with an attempt at 


civility; but his eye did not meet hers as it had done on 


the previous evening; and altogether there was an alteration 
in his manner which struck her forcibly. She next begged 
him to be seated; but, instead of complying with her re- 
quest, he looked at his watch, and then represented to her 
the necessity of his being gone immediately. She seemed 
anxious that he should stop till she could set before him the 
victuals which she had been preparing, simply, as she said, 
“that he might not go abroad so early with an empty 
stomach;” but her entreaties were thrown away; and, when 
nothing could persuade him to delay his journey only for 
a few minutes, she accompanied him out in a state of per- 
idexed feeling not easily described. She had walked by 
his side to some distance without anything liaving passed 
between them, except some trite observations concerning 
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the weather, which was now fair— the fall of snow having 
only lasted for a short time— when, unable longer to endure 
this state of suspense, she asked, in a hesitating tone, if 
“anything had occurred during the night to disturb himV 

“ I have been a fool!” was his tart reply; but I am at 
least wise enough to repent of my folly in time. I was 
loth to believe the evidence of my own senses when they 
testified against you, and I even tried to argue myself into 
a belief of your innocence, but your question puts the matter 

beyond a doubt; and now, farewell for ever 1” 

]\Iary would have remonstrated with him as to the lasli- 

ness of his conduct— she would have told him what she 
knew. Tlie warmth of a lately awakened affection, a 
woman’s pride, a woman’s delicacy, and a feeling of indig- 
nation at being thus suspected, were all at strife in her 
l)osoin; and it can scarcely be matter of surprise, if for 
some seconds they deprived her of the use of speech. As 
lie was turning to depart, however, she mustered as much 
resolution as to repeat the word “ farewell ” firmly, which 

was all she could say. 

When left alone, Mary felt so much agitated, that it was 
some time before she could endure the thought of being 
seen. Darkness and solitude seemed to accord best with 
the state of her feelings, and to afford her the only consola- 
tion which she was capable of receiving. In this state of 
mind, it was some time before she could think of returning 
home; and, when she did return, a new scene of mystery 
and confusion awaited her. 

At the door she met her mother, who, with a counte- 
nance uncommonly solemn, was just coming out. Margaret, 
who, from liaving slept more soundly than was her usual, 
had only heard the concluding part of the nocturnal noises, 
was again in a great distress. She believed them nothing 
less than a third warning; wluch, according to vulgar 
superstition, is an infallible proof; and on the present, as 
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on former occasions, she was hastening to communicate this 
fresh confirmation of her fears to Nanny Ferly. But she 
was immediately recalled by her husband, who, on return- 
ing from the yard, whither he had been to reconnoitre the 
morning sky, for the purpose of ascertaining what sort 
of weather they were likely to have for the day, de- 
clared, “ that their back- window had been taken out, and 
that Mary’s room had certainly been robbed,” On being 
made acquainted with this circumstance, great was the 
good dame’s consternation; and yet it were difficult to 
say whether she would not have preferred tlie loss of her 
daughter’s property, or any other property which might be 
in the house, to those distressing fears which she had 
hitherto entertained for the loss of that daughter herself. 

“ God be thankit!” she exclaimed, after a short pause— 
“ there was but little to rob.” 

A strict examination was now instituted, to ascertain if 
property had not been abstracted from other parts of the 
house; but in this examination Mary took little share. 

“What’s the lassie doin dreamin there, as if she were 
bewildered?” cried her mother at last, with some impatience. 
“ Ye’re a bonny ane indeed, to stand as unconcerned as if 
ye were the steeple, when the hale house is turned heels 
owre head to see how muckle that scoundrel has carried aff 
wi’ him.” 

This seemed to awaken her from her reverie. 

“ Mother,” said she, firmly, “ you may spare your bad 
names; for whatever he may do, he will neither rob nor 
steal; and, so far as I can see, the scoundrel of whom you 
complain has carried off but little.” 

hJary’s assertion was strictly and literally true; for, after 
the closest search, it was found that the whole of the mor- 
tar which secured the little window on the outside had 
been carefully displaced by means of a large nail, or some 
other iron instrument, and the widow itself set down upon 
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tlie ground without any of the glass being broken; but no- 
thing was.missing, and not a single article seemed to have 
been so much as moved from its place. Great was the 
wonder which now rose as to who the depredator could be, 
and what motive he could possibly have had for acting so 
stran ge a part. Mary was strictly questioned as to the time 
and manner of her guest’s departure; but her evidence 
tcauled in no way to clear up the mystery. After much 
conjecture had been wasted to no purpose, as daylight grew 
broad, a hat was discovered under a low-growing apple-tree, 
wliich appeared to have been brushed by the branches from 
the liead of the depredator while he was making his escape. 

It was carefully examined; but it bore no distinctive maik 
(ixcept the letters “ A. A.,” and “ K D.,” in the crown, 
neither of which could be deciphered. Mary was again 
questioned as to its owner; but she only said, “ It might 
belong to anybody, for anything she knew;” and, in the 
true spirit of discovery, it was carried by her mother to the 
house of the new-married pair. No sooner had Jenny 
.lackson — now ]\Irs Angus — seen it, than she exclaimed, 
“Wlianr is ]\Iary? whaur is Mary?” Mary was sent 

f T)!'. 

“ Wlicthcr is Ritchie or Jamie gaun to get ye noo, Mary?” 
.she inquired, in an ecstasy of triumphant feeling. “ I doubt 
it’s Ritchie, after a’, for this is his hat— the very hat he 
bought from Andrew before he gaed to the bleachfield; and 
Andrew said it was naething but you that took him there. 
Bee, there is baitli their names— A. for Andrew, A. for 
Angus, R. for Ritchie, D. for Drycraig.” 

The whole was now out. Ritchie, from having lain down 
and fallen asleep without his hat, was thrown into a fever, 
which, after having brought him very near the grave, cured 
him etfcctually of his drunken habits and his maudlin affec- 
tion at the same time. Though James Duff had departed 
in wrath, ho sunn returned in softened feeling; and, in less 



22G 


TALKS OP THE BORDERS. 


tliaii a year, he was married to Mary Mackenzie. Nanny 
Fcrly was an incurable; but the ridicule to which she 
was subjected u})on this occasion made her more cau- 
tious in the selection of her subjects. And thus ends 
our story of The Warning. 
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I 


A lALE OF TWEEDMOUTH MI7IB. 


Wheb the tyranny and bigotry of the last Janies drove his 
subjects to take up arms against him, one of the most for- 
midable enemies to his dangerous usurpations was Sir John 
Cochrane, ancestor of the present Earl^ of Dundonald. He 
was one of the most prominent actors in Argyle’s rebellion, 
and for ages a destructive doom seemed to have hung over 
the house of Campbell, enveloping in a common ruin all who 
united their fortunes to the cause of its chieftains. The same 
doom encompassed Sir John Cochrane. He was surrounded 
by the king’s troops— long, deadly, and desperate was his 
resistance; but at length, overpowered by numbers, he was 
taken prisoner, tried, and condemned to die upon the scaffold. 
He had but a few days to live, and his jailer waited but the 
arrival of his death-warrant to lead him forth to execution. 
His family and his friends had visited him in prison, and 
exchanged with him the last, the long, the heart-yearning 
farewell. But there was one who came not with the rest to 
receive his blessing— one who was the pride of his eyes, and 
of his house— even Grizel, the daughter of his love. Twi- 
light was casting a deeper gloom over the gratings of his 
prison-house, he was mourning for a last look of his favourite 
child, and his head was pressed against the cold damp walls 
of his cell, to cool the feverish pulsations that shot through 
it like stings of fire, when the door of his apartment turned 
slowly on its unwilling hinges, and his keeper entered, fol- 
lowed by a young and beautiful lady. Her person was tall 
and commanding, her eyes dark, bright, and tearless; but 
their very brightness spoke of sorrow— of sorrow too deep 
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to be wept away; and her raven tresses were parted over 
an open brow, clear and pure as the polished marble. The 
unhappy captive raised his head as they entered — 

“ My child! my own Grizel!” he exclaimed, and she fell 
upon his bosom. 

“My father! my dear father!” sobbed the miserable 
maiden, and she dashed away the tear that accompanied 
the words. 

“ Your interview must be short — very short,” said the 
jailer, as he turned and left them for a few minutes together. 

“ God help and comfort thee, my daughter!” added the 
unliappy father, as he held her to his breast, and printed a 
kiss upon her brow. “ I had feared that I should die with- 
out bestowing my blessing on the head of my own child, 
and that stung me more than death. But thou art come, 
my love — thou art come! and the last blessing of thy 
wretched father ” 

“Nay! forbear! forbear!” she exclaimed; “not thy last 
blessing ! — not thy last ! My father shall not die !” 

“Be calm! be calm, my child!” returned he; “would to 
Heaven that I could comfort thee! — my own! my own! 
But there is no hope — within three days, and thou and all 
my little ones will be ” 

Fatherless — he would have said, but the words died on 
his tongue. 

“Three days!” repeated she, raising her head from his 
breast, but eagerly pressing his hand — “ three days !” Then 
there is hope— my father shall live ! Is not my grandfather 
the friend of Father Petre, the confessor and the master of 
the king? From him he shall beg the life of his son, and my 
father shall not die.” 

“Nay! nay, my Grizel,” returned he; “be not deceived 
— there is no hope — already my doom is sealed — already the 
king has signed the order for my execution, and the mes- 
snuaer of death is now on the way.” 
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“ Yet my father shall not !— shall not die ! she re 

peated, emphatically, and, clasping her hands together. 

^ , f 1 1 oliD PYP.l fi.ntiftd . SiHCli 


u 


Helven speed a daughter’s pui-pose !” she exclaimed; and, 

t. Per father, said, calmly-" We part now, hut we 


shall meet again.” 

“ What would my child?” inquired he eagerly, gasmg 

anxiously on her face. 4. . 

“ Ask not now,” she replied, “ my father— ask not n , 

hut pray for me and Mess me-hut not with thy last 


blessing.” , , , 

He again pressed her to his heart, -and wept upon her 

neck. In a few moments the jailer entered, and they were 

torn from the arms of each other. 

On the evening of the second day after the interview we 

have mentioned, a wayfaring man crossed the drawbridge at 
Berwick, from the north, and proceeding down Marygate, 
sat down to rest upon a bench by the door of an hostelry on 
the south side of the street, nearly fronting where what was 
called the “ Main-guard” then stood. He did not enter the 
inn; for it was above his apparent condition, being that 
which Oliver Cromwell had made his head-quarters a few 
years before, and where, at a somewhat earlier period, James 
the Sixth had taken up his residence when on his way to 
enter on the sovereignty of England. The traveller wore a 
coarse jerkin fastened round his body by a leathern girdle, 
and over it a short cloak, composed of equally plain mate- 
rials. He was evidently a young man; but his beaver was 
drawn down, so as almost to conceal his features. In the 
one hand he carried a small bundle, and in the other a pil- 
grim’s staff. Having called for a glass of wine, he took a 
crust of bread from his bundle, and, after resting for a few 
minutes, rose to depart. The shades of night were setting 
in, and it threatened to be a night of storms. The heavens 
were gathering black, the clouds rushing from the sea, sud- 
den gust.s of wind were moaning along the streets, aceom- 
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panied by heavy drops of rain, and the face of the Tweed 
was troubled. 

“Heaven help thee, if thou intendest to travel far in 

such a night as this!” said the sentinel at the English 

gate, as the traveller passed him and proceeded to cross 
the bridge. 

In a few minutes, he was upon the borders of the wide, 
desolate, and dreary muir of Tweedmouth, which, for miles, 
presented a desert of whins, fern, and stunted heath, with 
here and there a dingle covered with thick brushwood. He 
slowly toiled over the steep hill, braving the storm, which 
now raged in wildest fury. The rain fell in torrents, and 
the wind howled as a legion of famished wolves, hurling its 
doleful and angry echoes over the heath. Still the stranger 
pushed onward, until he had proceeded about two or three 
miles from Berwick, when, as if unable longer to brave the 
storm, he sought shelter amidst some crab and bramble 
bushes by the wayside. Hearly an hour had passed since 
he sought this imperfect refuge, and the darkness of the 
night and the storm had increased together, when the sound 
of a horse’s feet was heard, hurriedly x)lashing along the 
road. The rider bent his head to the blast. Suddenly his 
horse was grasped by the bridle, the rider raised his head, 
and the traveller stood before him, holding a pistol to his 


breast. 

“Dismount!” cried the stranger, sternly. 

The horseman, benumbed, and stricken with fear, made 
an effort to reach his arms; but, in a moment, the hand of 
the robber, quitting the bridle, grasped the breast of the 
rider, and dragged him to the ground. He fell heavily on 
his face, and for several minutes remained senseless. The 
stranger seized the leathern bag which contained the mail 
ff)r the north, and flinging it on his shoulder, rushed across 


the heath. 

Early on the following morning, the inliabitants of Ber- 
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B-ick wore seen hurrying in groups to the J 
'Ition around the muir; hut no trace of the rohher could 


''tSs had passed, and Sir John Cochrane yet livccL 
The mail which contained his death-warrant had been 
robbed; and, before another order for his execution 
be given, the intercession of his father, the Ear 
donald, with the king’s confessor, might be successfu . 
Grizel now became almost his constant companion in prison, 
and spoke to him words of comfort. Nearly fourteen days 
had passed since the robbery of the mail had been committed, 
and protracted hope in the bosom of the prisoner became 
more bitter than his first despair. But even that hope, 
bitter as it was, perished. The intercession of his father 
liad been unsuccessful— and a second time the bigoted and 
would-be despotic monarch had signed the warrant for his 
dcatli, and within little more than another day that war- 


rant would reach his prison. 

The will of Heaven be done !” groaned the captive. 

“Amen!” returned Grizel, with wild vehemence; but 


my fattier shall not die!” 

Again the rider with the mail had reached the muii of 
Tweedmouth, and a second time he bore with him the doom 
of Cochrane. He spurred his horse to its utmost speed, he 
looked cautiously before, behind, and around him; and in 
liis right hand he carried a pistol ready to defend himself. 
The moon shed a ghostly light across the heath, rendering 
desolation visible, and giving a spiritual embodiment to 
every shrub. He was turning the angle of a straggling 
copse, when his horse reared at the report of a pistol, the 
fire of which seemed to dash into its very eyes. At the 
same moment, his own pistol flashed, and the horse rearing 
more violently, he was driven from the saddle. In a mo- 
ment, the foot of the robber was upon his breast, who, 
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beading over him, and brandishing a short dagger in his 
hand, said— 

“ Give me thine arms, or die I” 

The heart of the king’s servant failed within him, and 
wit lout venturing to reply, he did as he was commanded. ' 
I^ow, go thy way,” said the robber, sternly, ‘‘but leave 

with me the horse, and leave with me the mail— lest a worse 
thing come upon thee.” 

The man therefore arose, and proceeded towards Berwick 
trembling; and the robber, mounting the horse which he had 
left, rode rapidly across the heath. 

Preparations were making for the execution of Sir John 

Cochrane, and the officers of the law waited only for the 

arrival^ of the mail with his second death - warrant, to 

lead him forth to the scaffold, when the tidings arrived 

that the mail had again been robbed. Por yet fourteen 

days, and the life of the prisoner would be again prolonged. 

He again fell on the neck of his daughter, and wept, and 
said 


“ It is good— the hand of Heaven is in this I” 

Said I not, replied the maiden — and for the first time 
she wept aloud— “ that my father should not die.” 

The fourteen days were not yet past, when the prison-doors 
flew open, and the old Earl of Dundonald rushed to the arms 
of his son. His intercession with the confessor had been 
at length successful; and, after twice signing the warrant 
for the execution of Sir J ohn, which had as often failed in 
Yeaching its destination, the king had sealed his pardon. 
He had hui'ried with his father from the prison to his own 
house— his family were clinging around him shedding tears 
joy— and they were marvelling with gi’atitude at the my- 
sterious providence that had twice intercepted the mail, and 
saved his hfe, when a stranger craved an audience. Sir 
J ohn desired him to be admitted— and the robber entered. 
He was habited, as we have before described, with the coarse 
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cloak and coarser jerkin ; but bis bearing was above his con- 
dition. On entering, he slightly touched his heaver, hut 

luained covered 

“ When you have perused these,” said he, taking 

Tiaiicrs from bis bosom, “ cast them into the fire ! 

Sir John glanced on them, started, and became pale-they 

were his death-warrants. ,, -r i 

“ My deliverer,” exclaimed he, “ how shall I thank thee 

—how repay the saviour of my life ! My father— my chil- 

dren— thank him for me !” 

The old earl grasped the hand of the stranger; the chil- 
dren embraced his knees; and he hurst into tears. 

“ By what name,” eagerly inquired Sir John, shall i 

thank my deliverer?” 

The stranger wept aloud; and raising his beaver, the raven 
tresses of Grizel Cochrane fell upon the coarse cloak. 

“ Gracious Heaven !” exclaimed the astonished and en- 
raptured father-“ my own child !-my saviour! -my own 

Grizel!” 

It is unnecessary to add more— the imagination ot tbe 
icader can supply the rest; and, we may only add, that 
Grizel Cochrane, whose heroism and noble affection we have 
here hurriedly and imperfectly sketched, was, tradition says, 
the grandmother ol the late Sir John Stuart of Allanbank, 
and great-great-grandmother of Mr Coutts, the celebrated 

banker.* 

* Since the author of the “Tales of the Borders” first published 
the tale of “ Grizel Cochrane,” a slightly different version of it ap- 
peared in “Chambers’ Journal.” There is no reason to doubt the fact 
of her heroism; but we believe it is incorrect, as is generally af- 
firmed, to say that she was the grandmother of the late Sir John 
Stuart of Allanbank, We may state that the author of these tales re- 
ceived a letter from Sir Hugh Stuart, sou of Sir J ohn referred to, stat- 
ing that his family would be glad to have such a heroine as Grizel 
connected with their genealogy, but that they were unable to prove 

such connection. 
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Before introducing my readers to the narrative of Squire 

Ben. it may be proper to inform them who Squire Ben was. 

In the year 1816 , when the piping times of peace had begun, 

and our heroes, like Othello, “ found their occupation gone,” 

a thickset, bluff, burly-headed little man, whose every word 

and look reminded you of Incledon’s Cease, rude Boreas;* 

and bespoke hun to be one of those who had sailed with 
noble Jervis,” or. 

In gallant Duncan’s fleet 

Had sung out, yo heave ho ! 

purchased a small estate in Northumberland, a few miles 
from the banks of the Coquet. He might be fifty years of 
age; but his weatherbeaten countenance gave him the ap- 
pearance of a man of sixty. Around the collar of a New- 
foundland dog, which followed him more faithfully than 
his shadow, were engraved the words, “ Captain Benjamin 
Cookson;” but, after he had purchased the estate to which I 
have alluded, his poorer neighbours called him Squire Ben. 
He was a strange mixture of enthusiasm, shrewdness, cour- 
age, comicality, generosity, and humanity. Ben, on becom- 
ing a country gentleman, became a keen fisher; and, as it is 
said, “ a fellow feeling makes one wondrous kind,” I also, 
being fond of the sport, became a mighty favourite with the 
bluff-faced squire. It was on a fine bracing day in March, 
after a tolerable day’s fishing, we went to dine and spend 
the afternoon in the Angler’s Inn, which stands at the 
north end of the bridge over the Coquet, at the foot of the 
hiU leading up to Longfrarnlington. Observing that Ben 
was in good sailing trim, I dropped a hint that an account 
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of LLs voyages aad cruises on the ocean of life would he in- 

''If my boy (said Ben), you are there with your sound- 
iiufs, are you? Well, you sliall have a long ^^ory by the 
shortest tack. Somebody was my father (continued he), 

but whom I know not. This much I know about my mo- 
ther: she was cook in a gentleman’s family in 
and being a fat, portly body- something of the build of her 
Bon, I take it-no one suspected that she was in a certain 
delicate situation, until within a few days before I was born 
Tlien, with very grief and shame, the poor thmg^ eca 
delirious; and, as an old servant of the family has since tol 
me you could see the very flesh melting off her bones. 
While she continued in a state of delirium, jour um^ e 
servant, poor Benjamin, was born; and without recovermg 
lier senses, she died within an hour after my birth, leaving 
me -a beautiful orphan, as you see me now— a legacy to 
llic workhouse and the world. Benjamin was my mother s 
family name— fi'om which I suppose they had something ot 
the Jew in their blood; though. Heaven knows, I have none 
in my composition. So they who had the christening of me 
gave' me my mother s name of Benjamin, as my Christian 
^,;i me; and from her occupation as cooh, they siiriiamed me 
Cookson— that is, “ Benjamin the Cook’s son,” simply Ben- 
jamin Cookson, more simply. Squire Ben. Well, you see, 
my boy, I was born beneath the roof of an English squire, 
and before I was three hours old was handed over to the 
vorkhousc. This was the beginning of ray life. The first 
thi)ig I remember was hating the workhouse— the second 
wasloving the sea. Yes, sir, before I was seven years old, 
I used to steal away in the noble company of my own good 
self, and sit down upon a rock on the solitary beach, watch- 
ing the ships, the waves, and the sea-birds— wishing to be 
a wave, a ship, or a bird— ay, sir, wishing to be anything 
but poor orphan Ben, The sea was to me what my iiarents 
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should have been-a thing I delighted to look upon. I 
oved the very music of its maddest storms; though, quietly 
I have since had enough of them. I began my career be- 
ore I was ten years of age, as cabin-boy in a collier. My 
skipper was a dare-devil, tear-away sort of fellow, who 
cared no more for running down one of your coasting craft 
than for turning a quid in his mouth. But he was a good, 
honest, kindhearted sort of a chap, for all that- barring 
that the rope’s-end was too often in his hand. 

Ben, says he to me one misty day, when we were tak- 
ing coals across the herring pond to the Dutchmen, and the 
man at the helm could not see half-way to the mast-head — 
“Ben, my little fellow, can you cipher?” 

“Yes, sir,” says I. 

“ The deuce you can !” says he; “ then you’re just the lad 
for me. And do you understand logarithms?” 

“!Yo, sir,” sa 3 "s I; “what sort of wood be they?” 

Wood be hanged 1 j'ou blockhead ! ” said he, raising his 
foot in a passion, but a smile on the corners of his mouth 
shoved it to the deck again before it reached me. “ But 
come, Ben, you can cipher, you say j well, I know all about 
the radius and tangents, and them sort of things, and stat- 
ing the question; but blow me if I have a, multiplication- 
table on board — my fingers are of no use at a long nuih- 
ber, and I am always getting out of it counting by chalks; 
— so come below, Ben, and look over the question, and let 
us find where we are. I know I have made a mistake some 
way; and mark ye, Ben, if you don’t find it out— ye that 

can cipher— there’s a rope’s-end to your supper, and that’s 
all.” 

Howsever, sir, I did find it out, and I was legarded as 
a prodigy in the ship ever after. The year before I was out 
ol ni}' apprenticeship, our vessel was laid up for four months, 
and the skipper sent me to school during the time, at his 
own expense, saying— 
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“ Get navigation, Ben, my boy, and yon will one day be 

commodore -by Jupiter, you’U be an honour to the 


navv. 




I'got aa far as “ Dead Becloning,” and there, ^ ^eAon I 
made a dead stand, or rather I ceased to f y ”8 


owner 


studv ‘‘ Lunar Observations. _ 

my own a-e to a day. I can’t describe her, sir; I haven t 

enough of what I suppose you would call poetry 
for that, but, upon the word of a sailor, her hair was like 

night r;ude;ed transparent -black. Jet black; her neck 

wliite as the spray on the bosom of a billow; her face wa 
lovelier than a rainbow; and her figure handsome as a 
fri-ate in full sail. But she had twenty thousand pounds 
-Sio/was no bargain for orphan Ben! However, I saw 
l,f:r, and that was enough — learning and I shook hands. 
Her father had a small yacht — he proposed taking a p ea- 
Hurc party to the Coquet. Jess-for that was her name- 
was one of the passengers, and the management of the 
yaeht was intrusted to me. In spite of myself, I gazed 
ni)on her by the hour-I was intoxicated with passion-my 
lieart swelled as if it would burst from my bosom. I saw a 
titled pupi^y touch her fingers— I heard him prattle love in 
her ears. INIy first impulse was to dash him overboard, 
wished the sea which I loved might rise and swallow us. 
thought it would be happiness to die in her company— per- 
haps to sink with her arm clinging round my neck for pro- 
tection. The wish of my madness was verified. We were 
returning. We were five miles from the shore. A squall, 

then a hurricane, came on— every sail was reefed— the mast 
was snapped as I would snap that pipe between my fingers 
(here the old squire, suiting the action to the word, broke 
the end off his pipe)— the sea rose— the hurricane increased, 
the yacht capsised, as a feather twirls in the wind. 
Every soul that had been on board was now struggling for 
life— buffeting the billows. At that moment I had but one 


I 

I 
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thonglit, and that was of Jess; hut one wish, and that was 

to die with her. I saw my feUow-creatures in their death 

agonies, hut I looked only for her. At the moment we 

were upset, she was clinging to the arm of the titled puppy 

for protection; and now I saw her within five yards of me 

still clinging to the skfits of his coat, calling on him and on 

her father to save her; and I saw him— yes, sir, I saw the 

monster, while struggling with one hand, raise the other to 

stiike her on the face, that he might extricate himself from 
her grasp. 

“ Brute .'—monster 1 ” I exclaimed; and the next moment 

I had fixed my clenched hands in the hair of his head. Then, 
with one hand, I grasped the arm of her I loved; and, with 
the other, uttering a fiendish yell, I endeavoured to hurl the 
coward to the bottom of the sea. The yacht still lay bot- 
tom up, but was now a hundred yards from us; however, get- 
ting my arm round the waist of my adored Jess— I laughed 
at the sea I defied the hurricane. We reached the yacht. 
Her keel was not three feet out of the water; and with my 
right hand I managed to obtain a hold of it. I saw two 
of the crew and six of the passengers perish; but her father, 
and the coward who had struck her from him, still struggled 
with the waves. They were borne far from us. Within 
half-an-hour I saw a vessel pick them up. It tried to reach 
us, but could not. Two hours more had passed, and night 
was coming on— my strength gave way— my hold loosened. 

I made one more desperate effort; I fixed my teeth in the 
keel— but the burden under my left arm was still sacred— 

I felt her breath upon my cheek — it inspired me with a 
lion’s strength, and for another hour I clung to the keel. 
Then the fury of the storm slackened;— a boat from the 
vessel that had picked up her father reached us — we were 
taken on board. She was senseless, but still breathed — my 
arm seemed glued round her waist. I was almost unconscious 
of everything, but an attempt to take her from me. My 
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teeth gnashed when they touched my hand to do so. As 
we approached the ressel, those on board hailed us with 

three cheers. We were lifted on deck. She was coyeyed 
to the cabin. In a few minutes I became fully conscious ot 

our situation. Some one gave me brandy— my brain be- 
came on fire. , 

“Where is she?” I exclaimed — “did I not save her? 

save her from the coward who would have murdered her? 

I rushed to the cabin-she was recovering— her father 
stood over her— strangers were rubbing her bosom. Her 
father took my hand to thank me; but I was frantic— I 
rushed towards her-I bent over her-I pressed my lips to 

called her mine. Her father grasped me by the 

collar. 

“ Boy, beggar, bastard!” he exclaimed. 

With his last word, half of my frenzy vanished; for a 
moment I seized him by the throat-I cried, “ Eepeat the 

word 

I groaned in the agony of shame and madness. I rushed 

upon the deck— wo were then within a quartcr-of-a-milc 
from the shorc-I plunged overboard-I swam to the beach 

—I reached it. 

I became interested in the narrative of the squire, and I 

begged he would continue it with less rapidity. 

Rapidity ! (said he, fixing upon me a glance in which I 

thought there was something like disdain). Youngster, if 
you cast a feather into the stream, it will be borne on with 
it. But (added he, in a less hurried tone, after pausing to 
breathe for a few moments), after struggling with the 
strong surge for a good half-hour, I reached the shoie. hly 
utmost strength was spent, and I was scarce able to drag 
myself a dozen yards beyond tide-mark, when I sank ex- 
hausted on the beach. I lay, as though in sleep, until night 
had gathered round me, and when I arose, cold and be- 
numbed, my delirium had passed away. My bosom, how- 
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ever, like -a galley manned with criminals, was stiU the 
prison-house of agonising feelings, each more unruly than 
another. Every scene in which I had home a part during 
tlie day rushed before me in a moment— her image— the 
image of my J ess, mingled with each. I hated existence— I 
almost despised myself; but tears started from my eyes 
the suffocation in my breast passedaway, and lagain breathed 
freely. I will not trouble you with details. I will pass 
over the next five years of my life, during which I was man- 
of-war’s man, privateer, and smuggler. But I will tell you 
how I became a smuggler, for that calling I only followed 
for a week, and that was from necessity; but, as you shall 
hear, it well-nigh cost me my life. Britain had just launched 
into a war with France, and I was first mate of a small pri- 
vateer, carrying two guns and a long Tom. We were trying 
our fortune within six leagues of the Dutch coast, when two 
French merchantmen hove in sight. They were too heavy 
metal for us, and we saw that it would be necessary to deal 
with them waril}’-. So, hoisting the republican flag, we bore 
down upon them; but the Frenchmen were not to be had; 
and no sooner had we come within gunshot, than one of them 
saluted our little craft with a broadside that made her dance 
in the water. It was evident there was no chance for us but 
at close quarters. 

“Cookson,” says our commander to me, “what’s to be 
done, my lad?” 

“ Leave the privateer,” says T. 

“What!” says he, “take the long boat and run, without 
singeing a Frenchman’s whisker! No, blow me,” saj^s he. 

“JSTo, sir,” says I; “board them — give them a touch of 
the cold steel.” 

“ Right, Ben, my bo3g” says he. “ Helm about there — look 
to jmur cutlasses, my hearties— and now for the French- 
man’s deck, and French wine to supper.” Tlie next mo- 
ment we liad tacked about, and were under the Frenchman’s 
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bow In turning round, long Tom had been discharged, and 
clipped the rigging of the other vessel beautifuUy. 
commander, myself, and a dozen more, sprang upon the 
enemy’s deck, cutlass in hand. Our reception was as warm 
as powder and steel could make it— the Frenchmen fought 
like devils, and disputed with us every inch of the deck 
hand to hand. But, d’ye see, we beat them aft, though 
their numbers were two to one; yet, as bad luck would 
have it, out of the twelve of us who had boarded her, only 
seven were now able to handle a cutlass; and amongst those 
who lay dying on the enemy’s deck was our gallant com- 
mander. lie was a noble fellow, sir— a regular fire-eater, 
even in death. Bleeding, dying as he was, he endeavoured 
to drag his body along the deck to assist us— and when 
finding it would not do, and he could move no farther, he 
drew a pistol from his belt, and raising himself on one hand, 
he discharged it at the head of the French captain with 
the other, and shouting out, “Go it, my hearties !— Ben ! 
never yield!” his head fell upon the deck; and “he died 
like a true British sailor.” But, sir, the other vessel that 
had been crippled at that moment made alongside. Her 
crew also boarded to assist their countrymen, and wo were 
attaclvcd fore and aft. There was nothing now loft for us 
but to cut our way to the privateer, which had been brought 
round to the other side of the vessel we had boarded. She 
had been left to the care of the second mate and six seamen; 
but the traitor, seeing our commander fall, and the hope- 
lessness of our success, cut the lashings and bore off, leaving 
us to our fate on the deck of the enemy. Our number was 
now reduced to five, and we were hemmed in on all sides — 
but we fijught like tigers bereaved of their cubs. AVe placed 
ourselves heel to heel, wc formed a little circle of death. I 
know not whether it was admiration of our courage, or the 
cowardice of the enemy, that induced them to proclaim a 
truce, and to offer us a boat, oars, and provisions, and to de- 
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part with our arms. We agreed to their proposal, after fif'ht- 

1 _ *1 • ^ ^ ^ 


And 


eventful history as a smuggler. We had been six hours at 
sea in the open boat, when we were picked up by a smuggling 
lugger named the Wildfire. Her captain was an English- 
man, and her cargo, which consisted principally of brandy 
and Hollands, was to be delivered at Spittal and Boomer. It 
was about daybreak on the third morning after we had been 


picked up; we were again within sight of the Coquet Isle. 
I had not seen it for five j'cars. It called up a thousand 
recollections— I became entranced in the past. My Jess 


seemed again clinging to my neck— I again thought I felt her 
breath upon my check — and again involimtarily I exclaimed 
aloud, “ She shall he mine.” But I was aroused from my 
reverie by a cry — “A cruiser — a cutter ahead !” In a moment 
the deck of the lugger became a scene of consternation. The 
cutter was making upon us rapidly; and though the Wild- 
fire sailed nobly, her pursuer skimmed over the sea like a 
swallow. The skifjper of the lugger seemed to become insane 
as the danger increased. He ordered every gun to be loaded, 
and a six-oared gig to be got in readiness. The cutter fired 
on us, the Wildfire returned the salute, and three of the 
cutter’s men fell. A few more shots were exchanged, and 
the lugger was disabled; her skipper and the Englishmen of 
his crew took the gig, and made for the shore. In a few 
ininutes more, we were boarded by the commander of the 
cutter, and a part of her crew. I knew the commander’s 
face; his countenance, his name, were engraved as with a 
sharp instrument on my heart. His name was Melton — 
the Honourable Lieutenant Melton — my enemy— the man 
I hated — the titled puppy of whom I spoke — my rival for 
the hand of my Jess. He approached me — he knew me as 
I did him. We lost no love between us — I heard his teeth 
grate as he fixed his e3’es on me, and mine echoed to the 
sound. 
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“SlaTc! sconndrel!” were his first words, “we have met 

again at last, and your life shall pay the forfeit ! Place him 


I” 


I was 


]n irons ; , , 

“ Coward ! ” I Imrlcd in liis tcetli a second time, and my 

hand grasped my cutlass, which in a moment Sashed in the 

air. His armed crew sprang between us— I defied them a 

he grew bold under their protection. 

“Strike him down!” he exclaimed; and, springing for- 
ward, his sword entered my side— but scarce was it with- 
drawn, ere his blood streamed from the point of my cutlass 

toriiyhand. , , v 

Suffice it to say, I was overpowered and disarmed 

taken on board his cutter, and put in irons. And now,^ sir 

(continued the squire, raising his voice, for the subject 

seemed to wound him), know that you are in the company 

of a man who has been condemned to die yes, sir, to die 

like a common murderer on the gallows 1 You start— but 

it is tnic; and, if you do not like the company of a man for 

whom tlie hangman once provided a neckerchief, I will 

drop my story. 

I requested liim to proceed. 

Well, sir (continued he), I was lodged hi prison. I was 
accused of being a smuggler-of having drawn my sword 
against one of His Majesty’s officers~of haying wounded 
him. On the testimony of my enemy and his crew, I was 

tried and condemned- condemned to die without hope of 

pardon. I had but a day to live, when a lady entered my 
miserable cell. She came to comfort the criminal, to ad- 
minister consolation in his last hour. I was in no mood to 
listen to the admonitions of the female Samaritan, and I 
was about to bid her depart from me. Her face was veiled, 
and in tlie dim light of my dungeon I saw it not. But she 
spoke, and her voice went through my soul like the remem- 
brance of a national air which we have sung in childhood, 

and hear in a foreign land 
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“ Lady ! ” I exclaimed, “ what fiend hath -sent thee % 
Come ye to ask me to forgive my murderer ? If yo%L com- 
mand it, I wilL” 

“ I would ask you to forgive your enemies,” replied she, 
mildly but not for my sake.” 

“Yet it can only be for your sake,” said I; “but tell me, 
lady, are you the wife of the man who has pursued me to 
death % ” 

“ Ko— not his wife.” 

“ But you will be ? ” cried I, hastily; “ and you love him 
— tell me, do you not love him ? ” 

She sighed — she burst into tears. 

“ Unhappy man,” she returned, “what know you of me, 
that you torment me with questions that torture me % ” 

I thrust forth my fettered hand — I grasped hers. 

“ Tell me, lady,” I exclaimed, “ before my soul can receive 
the words of repentance which you come to preach— tell 
me— do you love him ? ” 

“No!” she pronounced, emphatically; and her whole 
fi-ame shook. 

“ Thank God 1 ” I cried, and clasped my fettered hands 
together. “ Forgive me, lady ! — forgive me 1 Do you 
know me ? lam Ben 1— orphan Ben !— the boy who saved 

you I ” 

She screamed aloud— she fell upon my bosom, and my 

chained arm once more circled the neck of my Jess. 

Yes, sir, it was my own Jess, who, without being con- 
scious who I was, had come to visit the doomed one in his 
miserable cell, to prepare him for death, by pointing out the 
necessity of repentance and the way to heaven. I need not 
tell you that, the moment my name was told, she forgot her 
mission; and as, with my fettered arms, I held her to my 
breast, and felt her burning tears drop upon my cheek, I 
forgot imprisonment, I forgot death — my very dungeon be- 
came a heaven that I would not have exchanged for a throne 
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- for oh ' as her tears fell, and her heaving hosom throhhed 
npon my heart, each throb told me that J ess loved the per- 
secuted oiphan-the boy who saved her. I cannot tell you 

* . It 1— -..v rl K i-vT' n'pmC! 


ouud her 


encircled mine, I felt as if my very soul would have hurst 
from my body in ecstasy. She was soon convinced that i 
was no criminal— that I had been guilty of no actual crime 

that I wns innocent, and doomed to die. 

not die ! sol)l)ed — - — cj 

The man who saved me shall not 


“No! no! you shall not die!” sobbed my heroic girl 

11 

“ hoiie ! hope ! hope ! 
die ! ” She hurried to the door of my cell— it was opened 

by the keeper, and she left me, exclaiming, Hope ! 


hope ! ” 

On that day his then Majesty George III. was to pro- 
rogue Parliament in person. He was returning from the 
House of Lords; crowds were following the royal proces- 
sion, and thousands of spectators lined Parliament Stieet, 
some showing their loyalty by shouts and the waving of 
hats and handkerchiefs, and others manifesting their dis- 
content in sullen silence or half-suppressed murmuis. In 
the midst of the multitude, and opposite AVhitehall, stood 
a Y>rivato carriage, the door of which was open, and out of 
it, as the royal retinue approached, issued a female, and, 
with a paper in her hand, knelt before the wdndow of His 
IMajesty’s carriage, clasping her hands together as she knelt, 

and crying — 

“ Look upon me, sire !” 

“ Stop ! stop !” said the king— “ coachman, stop ! What! 
a lady kneeling, ch — eh? A young lady, too ! Poor thing 

— poor thing — give me the paper.” 

llis Majesty glanced at it— he desired her to follow him 
to St James’s. I need not dw^ell upon particulars: that very 
night my Jess retm-ned to my prison with my pardon in 
her hand, and I left its gloomy walls with, her arm locked 



246 


TALES OF THE BORDEKS. 


Aud now you may think that I was the happiest dog 
alive— that I had nothing more to do but to ask and obtain 
the hand of my Jess — but you are wrong; and I will go 
over the rest of my life as briefly as I can. 

Ko sooner did her father become acquainted with what 
she had done, than he threatened to disinherit her — and he 
removed her, I know not where. I became first desperate, 
then gloomy, and eventually sank into lassitude. Even 
the sea, which I had loved from my first thought, lost its 
charms for me. I fancied that money only stood between 
me and happiness — and I saw no prospect of making the 
sum I thought necessary at sea. While in the privateer ser- 
vice, I had saved about two hundred pounds in prize-money. 
With this sum as a foundation, I determined to try my 
fortune on shore. I embarked in many schemes; in some I 
was partially successful; but I persevered in none. It was 
the curse of my life that I had no settled plan — I wanted 
method; and let me tell you, sir, that the want of a syste- 
matic plan, the want of method, has ruined many a wise 
man. It was my ruin. From this cause, though I neither 
drank nor gamed, nor seemed more foolish than my neigh- 
bours, my monej’" wasted like a snowball in the sun. Though 
I say it myself, I was not an ignorant man; for, considering 
my opportunities, I had read much, and I had as much worldly 
wisdom as most of iDCople. In short, I was an excellent 
framer of plans at night ; but I wanted decision and activity 
to put them into execution in the morning. I had also a 
dash of false pride and generosity in my composition, and did 
actions without considering the consequences, by which I 
was continually bringing mj'self into difiiculties. This sys- 
tem, or rather this want of system, quickly stripped me of 
my last shilling, and left me the world’s debtor into the bar- 
gain. Then, sir, I gnashed my teeth together I clenched 
my fist — I could have cut the throat of my own conscience, 
had it been a thing of flesh and blood,, for spitting my 
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thougUtlcssneBs and folly in my teeth. I took no 
— but I resolved, firmly, resolutely, deeply resolved, 
to be wise for the future; and, let me tell you, my 
good fellow, such a resolution is worth twenty hasty oath . 

I sold my watch, the only piece of property worth twenty 
shillings that I had left, and with the money it produced m 
my pocket, I set out for Liverpool. That town, or city, or 
whatever you have a mind to call it, was not then what it is 
now. I was strolling along by the Duke’s Little Dock, and 
saw a schooner of about a hundred and sixty tons burden. 
Her masts lay well back, and I observed her decks were 
double laid. I saw her character in a moment. I went on 
board-I inquired of the commander if he would ship a 
hand. He gave me a knowing look, and inquired if ever 1 
liad been in the trade before. I mentioned my name and 

the ship in which I had last served. 

“The deuce you are!” he said; “what! you Cookson! 

ship you, ay, and a hundred like you, if I could get 

need hardly tell you the vessel was a privateer. Within 
three days the schooner left the I^Icrscy, and I had tlie 
good fortune to be shipped as mate. For two years we 
boxed about the Mediterranean, and I had cleared, as my 
share of prize - money, nearly a thousand pounds. At 
that period, our skipper, thinking he had made enough, 
resigned the command in favour of me. My first cruise was 
so successful, that I was enabled to purchase a privateer of 
my own, which I named the Jess. For, d’ye see, her idea 

was like a never-waning moonlight in my brain ^lier em- 
phatic words, “ Hope !-hopc!— hope!” whispered eternally 
in my breast — and I did hope. Sleeping or waking, on 
sea or on shore, a day never passed but the image of my 
Jess arose on my sight, smiling and saying, “ Hope ! In 
four years more, I had cleared ten thousand pounds, and I 
sold the schooner for another thousand. I now thought my- 
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self a match for J ess, and resolved to go to the old man— her 
lather, I mean— and offer to take her without a shilling. 
A V ell, I had sold my craft at Plymouth, and, before proceed- 
ing to the north, was stopping a few days in a small town in 
the south-west of England, to breathe the land air — for my 
face, you see, had become a little rough, by constant exposure 
to the weather. Well, sir, the windows of my lodging faced 
the j ail, and, for three days, I observed the handsomest figure 
that ever graced a woman enter the prison at meal-times. 
It was the very figure — the very gait of my Jess — only her 
appearance was not genteel enough. But I had never seen 
her face. On the fourth day I got a glimpse of it. Powers of 
earth! it was her! — it was my Jess! I rushed down- 
stairs like a madman — I flew to the prison-door, and 
knocked. The jailer opened it. I eagerly inquired' who 
the young lady was that had just entered. He abruptly 
replied — 

“ The daughter of a debtor.” 

“For Heaven’s sake!” I returned, “let me speak with 
them ! ” 

He refused. I pushed a guinea into his hand, and he led 
me to the debtors’ room. And there, sir — there stood my 
Jess — my saviour — my angel — there she stood, administer- 
ing to the wants of her grey-haired father ! I w^on’t, be- 
cause I can’t, describe to you the tragedy scene that ensued. 
The old man had lost all that he possessed in the w^orld — 
his thousands had taken wings, and flown away, and he 
was now pining in jail for fifty — and his daughter, my noble 
Jess, supported him by the labours of her needle. I paid 
the debt before I left the prison, and out I came, with Jess 
upon one arm, and the old man on the other. We w^ere 
married ■within a month. I went to sea again — but I will 
pass over that; and, when the peace was made, we came 
do-wii here to Northumberland, and pm'chased a bit of 
ground and a snug cabin, about five miles from this; and 



SQUIRE BEN. 


249 


there six 


little Cooksons are romping about, and 
calling my Jess their mother, and none of them 
orphans, like their father, thank Heaven ! And now 
sir, you have heard the narrative of Squire Ben, what 

do you think of it] 
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THE BATTLE OF DEYFFE SANDS. 

The power of custom to render the mind indifferent or 
insensible to danger, has never been better exemplified than 
by the mothers, and wives, and daughters of the ancient 
Borderers. They were wont to regard without apprehen- 



exp editions— neither cx])ressing nor experiencing any feel- 
ing except a wish for the success of the raid. Nay, 
as we have elsewhere stated, the fair dames of these 
stern warriors and marauders not unfrequently hinted that 
the larder needed replenishing, by placing on the table 
a dish, which, on being uncovered, was found to contain a 
pair of clean spurs; or Py making the announcement that 
“ hough’s i’ the pot;” or by calling, within hearing of the 
laird, on the herds to bring out the cow; or, in short, by 
tlic thousand-and-one means which the ready wit of woman 
could devise. Finpine and war were the sole business of 
the chiefs and their retainers; and matrons and maidens, 
if tlicy had wci)t and wailed whenever their natural pro- 
tectors went “ to take a prey,” would have been thought just 
as unreasonable as some of our modern ladies, who will not 
allow their husbands to proceed about their daily avocations, 
without bestowing on them tears, kisses, and embraces, in 
superabundance. 

The mistress of Thrieve Castle, Lady Maxwell, possessed 
her full share of that masculine character which was deemed 
befitting in a Borderer’s wife; and, although she had mingled 
ill the gaieties of the unhappy Mary’s court, that sternness 
which was part of her inheritance as a daughter of the 
house of Douglas had not been iierccptibly diminished in 



251 


affsrandise 


the battle of dbyffe sands. 

Ihc course of her residence at Holyrood. The 
“f ter husband’s family ^vas the perpetual suhje 
to hUe: and rvhatevcr aflFected their honour or them 

invest .vas felt ae keenly by Lady Maxwell as by the most 

devoted follower. At the time to which 

lates, her meditations ran even more freciuently and y 

than’ usual in their accustomed channel. 

About ten years before James VI. succeeded to the tin one 

of England, the hereditary feud which had 

subsisted betwixt the hlaxwclls of Nithsdalo and ^ 

Johnstoncs of Annandalc “ ifliL 

the ilistrict which w.as disturbed by the conton ions of these 
two races, had sustained serious injury from the rneiirsions 

of marauders from Annandalc, and, m “ 

entered into a secret compact, offensive and defensive, wffh 
Lord Maxwell. This transaction reached the cars of feir 
James Johnstone, wdio forthwith endeavoured to break the 
lea.me which had so greatly extended his rivals power. 
The pettv warfare betwixt the two barons was mined on 
for some time, without producing any very decisive resu t. 
The compact was still unbroken, and, to all appearance, the 
Maxwells were rapidly acquiring that ascendency w ici 
^vonl(l Koon render resistance hopeless. But the woreted 
party obtained the aid of the Scotts and other clans from 
the midland district. Lord Maxwell, on the other hand, 
rallied around him the barons of Nithsdale, displayed liis 
banner as the king’s lieutenant, and hastened to attack his 

opponents in their fastnesses, 

Althouc^h Lady IMaxwell entertained no extravagant dread 

vvilh re-ard to the safety of her husband and son, or even 
^vith regard to the result of a confliet for which such ample 
preparations had been made, she could not suppress a feel- 
ing of impatience, when the afternoon of the second day 
after the departure of the expedition arrived without bring- 
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ing Biiy iutclligence of tlio result. She endeavoured, how- 

ever, to check the melancholy course of her thoughts, by 
supposing that the pursuit of the enemy had occasioned the 
delay; but then she deemed it strange that her husband 
had sent no messenger with the tidings of his success; and 
again she pleased herself with the reflection, that he had 
reserved for himself the agreeable duty of announcing the 
liappy issue of the conflict. 


The shades of evening were descending, when Lady Max- 
well, with her little daughters and yoimger son, proceeded 
to the battlements of the Thrieve. This ancient stronghold 
—which was a royal castle, though the keeping of it was 
intrusted to the family of Maxwell— was situated on a 
small island formed by the river Dee, in the centre of a 
muirish tract of country. Its gloomy appearance was, and 
still is, in harmony with the surrounding desolation; but it 
is now no longer the abode of man, and is left, a monument 
of departed greatness, to moulder away. Lady Maxrrell 
had not continued long to gaze over the wilderness which 
stretched around, when she observed a band of mosstroopers 
approaching from the east; and the light was stiU strong 
enough to show that these warriors had not the appearance 
of a host retui’ning victorious from battle. On the contrary, 
their steeds were jaded; they seemed themselves to be ex- 
hausted with toil; and, instead of the shouts of laughter 
which usuall}'' burst from the merry bands of Borderers, 
silence seemed to prevail in their ranks. “ Pray God no- 
thing evil hath happened!” exclaimed the lady, in' alarm. 
And scarcely had she descended to the hall of the castle, 
when her eldest son, a youth of twenty years, stood in her 
IH’cseuce— but he stood alone. The loss which she had sus- 
tained flashed across her mind in an instant. “ Your fa- 
ther! where is my husband'?” ejaculated Lady Maxwell, 
wildly. “But I need not ask— I know it all— he will re- 
turn no more. Is it not so ?” 
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Till' "llo'icc of her sou showed her that she had gnessed 
aviuht. But, although her heart gi-ew sick, and her limte 

waxed weak, she suppressed her emotion, and 
her chamber, there to give vent to her grief in solitude. 

Meanwhile, preparations for the evening ^ 
the exhausted soldiers ranged themselves beside the table 
which extended through the baronial hall; and their youn, 
master occupied the seat of his father-though, at the mo- 
ment, he could have wished that some less trying proof of 
Ids self-command had been exacted. But it would hwe 
been deemed a want of hospitality, had he not remained be- 
side his guests, of whom some were barons inferior only to 

liimFclf ill consequence. 

AVlien the liunger of the half-famished troopers was some- 
what appeased, the events of the morning began to_ form 

tlie topic of conversation— which, however, was carried on 
only in whispers. Lord Maxwell, it seems, had encountered 
Ids opponents at tlie Dryife Sands, not far from Lockerby, 
in Annandalc, and had been defeated, partly in consequence 
of the cowardice of his confederates, whose alliance whh 
Idin had been tlic sole cause of the renewed hostility, 
wns struck from his horse in his flight; and although he 
sued for quarter, the miscreant by whom he was assailed 
struck ofl his hand, which had been stretched forth as the 
sign of entreaty, and mercilessly slaughtered the unfortunate 
Paron. IMany of his followers perished in the fight, and 
most of them were cruelly wounded, especially by slashes 
in the face.* Tlie young Lord Llaxwell and his friends 
(liaviiig left a snfhcicnt body of men to repel any immediate 
invasion) proceeded to the castle of the Thrieve, situated in 
the recesses of his family possessions, and a veiy consider- 
able distance from the scene of the conflict, for the purpose 

* This kind of wound is called a Lockerby lick”— the place which 
ItCars that nanae being in tbe immediate vicinity of the field oi 

battle. 


He 
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of concerting measm*es with regard to the further prosecu- 
tion of hostilities. 

A.fter the deliberations of the evening were concluded, 

and the wearied soldiers had gone to rest, Lady Maxwell 

summoned her son to her presence, and asked what course 
it was intended to adopt. 

“ Orchardstone talks of a bond,” replied young Maxwell. 

“ A bond of alliance ! And did you listen to him said 
the lady, looking keenly at her son; “ did you let him re- 
peat the word? An eye that shrinks from the gaze of an- 
other tells no good tale; a cheek in which the blood ebbs 
and flows within a moment, betrays no stout heart. It 
must not be. Peace! who would talk of peace to one who 
has just suffered bereavement? Talk not to me of peace — 
talk not to be of bonds. Tallc of revenge. Remember that 
the blood of him who has been treacherously slain flows in 
your veins. You had no craven heart from him — you have 

none from me. Why then do you stand mute and waver- 
ing?” 

“ IMadam, you have forestalled me,” said the youth. “ I 
will have revenge. The king ” 

“ What ! would you play the spaniel to James? — a craven 
sovereign, worthy of a craven suitor. Boy, will you break 
my heart outright ? Will you doom me to disgrace, as the 
mother of a coward ? — make me curse the day in which I 
was wedded, and the hour in which you were born? This 
comes of the monkish tricks taught you by that old man 
whom your father brought to his house, not to make a cow- 
ard of his son, but to shelter a trembling j^riest from perse- 
cution.” 

“ Madam, let me speak, if it please you. I am no cow- 
ard — no craven,” exclaimed the young lord, proudW “ I 
am not a child that needs to be chidden with the rod or 
with harsh speeches; and my father’s blood boils as fiercely 
in my veins as the blood of the Douglas in yours. Our de- 
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lilDcrations are not at an end, and by daybreak to-monow 
tliey will be resumed.” 

Nay, but, my son, you say not that you will seek re- 
venge,” cried Lady Maxwell; “you speak of those petty 
barons, whom you demean yourself so far as to consult. 
Your father told them what was his will, and never asked 

what was theirs. It was theirs to obey. 

“Why do you speak so hardly of me?” asked the youth. 

“ Have I not borne myself like my equals and my race ? 

But you shall not want revenge— you shall not want the 
heart’s blood that you ask. This house, these lands, these 
vassals, are yours, until revenge is yours. They will be em- 
ployed in the pursuit of revenge. No lady shall hold your 
place- my life shall liave but one object, till that object is 
accomplished; my being shall have but one end; my 
thoimlits sliall have only one aim; my heart will delight in 


only one hope.” 

“Stay, stay, my son,” interrupted Lady Maxwell, in a 
calmer tone than had hitherto marked her address; “you 
have said enough-ay, more than enough— to satisfy my 
doubts. I would not remain solo lady of this castle.” 

“ Tlic oath is recorded in heaven, and may not be recalled. 


was the answer of the young lord. 

Lord IMaxwcll, after receiving a maternal benediction, 

retired to his chamber; and, notwithstanding the difficulties 
which he knew it would be his lot immediately to encounter, 
the fatigue of the day was more than enough to insure him 
a good night’s rest. His slumbers continued undisturbed, 
until the old man to whom reference has already been made 
came to his bedside early on the following morning. This 
person was a clansman, who had entered the church, and 
had embraced the doctrines of the Reformation. About ten 
years before the death of Lord l^Iaxwell, that nobleman had 
quarrelled with the Earl of Arran, who at that time was the 
reigning favourite of James YL; and he had then brought 
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liis learned clansman to the Castle of the Thrieve. The 
rude warden of the west marches — for Lord Maxwell held 
that office had no taste for the religious exercises which 
his namesake, John, wished to introduce into the house- 
holdj and it may be said that the baron’s favour for Presby- 
terianism was owing to the single circumstance that Arran 
was an object of detestation common to him and to the 
ministers. But, although few listeners could be found for 
the discourses of the aged preacher, his assiduity had 
enabled him to impart a share of his knowledge to his 
patron s son and heir, who in some measure repaid him for 

his care, by regarding him with strong feelings of respect 
and attachment. 

When Lord Maxwell had dressed himself, he proceeded 
to the study of his aged friend, who had requested an inter- 
view with him at that early hour. 

“ I fear your rest has been broken by my impatience,” 
said the minister; “ but, as I was anxious to see you be- 
fore your comrades were astir, it was not easy to do other- 
wise.” 

The young baron assured him that he was completely 

refreshed, and begged him to mention the cause of his 
anxiety. 

“You will pardon me,” said the old man, “ if I intrude 
a word or two of advice upon you. The rules of Border 
morality require you to avenge the death of your father. 
I have oftentimes shown you wherein these rules were 
wrong; and you have owned that what I have said was 
true. Are you now ready to act upon your own indepen- 
dent judgment, to forego your desire for revenge, and to 
enter into alliance with Johnstone? Will you permit 
those barons who are now asleep beneath the roof-tree of 

your house to make you do what you know and feel to be 
wrong?” 

“ It may not be, ’ said the other; “ my fathers have died 
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on the battle-field, and I must not die in my bed. But I 
am bound by a solemn vow — by all that I hope and enjoy 
— to seek revenge, by day and by night, by all honourable 
means; to risk life, lands, liberty — ay, happiness in this 

world and the next — before I abandon the pursuit. 

“Ay, but, my son,” replied the aged minister “for so 

would I call thee, who arc dearer to me tlian life— a vow or 
oath \rhich has an evil object in view may be honourably 
broken. The honour is in breaking, not in keeping it.” 

“ The oath is no longer in mine own keeping ; and I vrould 
not break it, even if I could. It may be that an evil oath 
should be broken; I pretend not to skill in these matters. 
But I feel,” said Lord Llaxwcll, in an energetic tone— “ I 
feel that this oath of mine cannot be broken. I have not 
taken it in haste; and sooner would I wish that my head, 
severed from my body, were placed over the gate of J(>hn- 
stone’s castle of Lochwood, there by turns to blacken in the 
sun and bleach in the rain, than I would now break my 
vow in one particular.” 

“ Alas ! for thee, my son !” exclaimed the minister, in the 
tremulous accents of age and of distress. “ I deemed that 
thou wmuld.st prove an honour to thy kind and thy country; 
that for thee might be reserved the task of healing the 

wounds of this disti’acted land.” 

“Forgive me, my second father,” said the young baron, 
taking Ids aged friend by the hand; “ my doom is fixed, but 
my deeds mm-t be done v.dthin a narrower sidiere. My ob- 
jects are not hire those of princes. Blood has been shed, and 
it must be wiped away; life has been lost, and it must be 
avenged, hly father has perished miserably— yet not mise- 
rably, for he died on the field of battle. His blood cries 
aloud for vengeance.” 

Tlie aged minister’s grief would net allow him to utter 

the prayer that passed from his heart to heaven on behalf 

of his erring pupil. Lord Maxwell silently wrung the hand 

2G9 
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that was enclosed in his own, and hastened to meet the 
barons, who had now assembled in the hall, and only waited 
until their host should assume his place, before beginning 
their morning’s repast. 

Considerable division of opinion existed in the councils 
of the Nithsdale barons, with regard to the propriety of 
putting an end to the disturbances, by entering into league 
with Sir James Johnstone; but the determination with 
which Lord Maxwell avowed his intention of calling upon 
them all to act in conformity with their previous letters 
of manrent, soon put an end to the deliberations of the 
morning, and immediate steps were taken for pursuing the 
warfare with renewed vigour. Sir Kobert Maxwell of 
Orchardstone, who was married to a sister of Sir James 
Johnstone, but who had, nevertheless, taken the part of his 
chief. Lord Maxwell, in the recent disputes, was permitted 
to remain inactive; but his contingency of men was required 
as rigorously as that of any other baron who had bound 
himself to give all support to the head of the clan. Day 
after day incursions were made by these hostile tribes into 
tlie territory of each other; their hatred hourly waxed 
stronger; those courtesies which even mosstroopers some- 
times practised were thrown aside with shameful indif- 
ference. Rapine and crimes of every complexion were of 
daily occurrence; villages were burned without compunction; 
neither age nor sex was spared; slaughter and conflagration 
were now the end and aim of the freebooters, instead of 
plimder. No redeeming ray was cast over the horrors of 
tliis continued warfare, b}'' any of those circumstances which 
sometimes show the hearts of men in their more favom’able 
aspects; and to describe the progress of events in this dis- 
trict of country for the coiu'se of many succeeding years, 
would serve only to weary and disgust with a repetition of 
the most fearful atrocities. 

Is it ■wonderful that a familiarity with scenes of blood 
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ahonld steel the heart of the young baron, and make him 
deaf to the voice of compassion or remonstrance ? ^ Need it 
be said that cruelty became the characteristic of his mind ? 
that his temper became harsh, his disposition imperious, 
and his spirit as untameable as it was fiery? Neither the 
tliicats nor the entreaties of his sovereign himself could 
make Lord hlaxwell lay aside his vindictive purpose: the 
former were dcsi)ised, because they could not be executed; 
tlie latter were unheeded, because they were as dust in the 
halaiicc, compared with the revenge which the young chief 
liad vov'cd to oljtain. The appointment of his experienced 
rival to the wardenry of the middle marches, about five or 
six years after the battle of LryiTe Sands, made the cup of 
bitterness overflow. Lord IMaxwell took advantage of Sir 
James Johnstone’s absence to ravage that baron s territory 
with greater ferocity tlian ever; and, on the pretext afibrded 
by this last fearful inroad, he was prohibited from approach- 
ing the Border counties. The mandate was scorned, because 
it could not he carried into effect; and these hostile tribes 


continued to lay waste the territories of each other, until 
King James ascended the English throne, when, in the 
course of a year or two, the power of that monarch was so 
much 8trcngthc]icd, that he was, ere long, enabled to place 
under the command of Sir James Johnstone a force which 
was found sufficient for the purpose of expelling the refrac- 


tory Lord ]\Iaxwell. 

The fugitive baron, half-frenzied with anger and disap- 
pnntment, vas invited by his kinsman, the Marquis of 
Hamilton, to take up his abode in Craignethan Castle, a 
stixnighold situated in the most fertile district of Clydesdale, 
open a rock Avhich overhangs the river. The marquis and 
his rather (who had died a short time before the arrival of 
Lord 'Maxwell at Craignethan) had always supported their 
r<dative, whenever differences arose betwixt him and the 
court of King James; and this support was tendered, not 
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SO inucli from the coarser motires which, for the most part, 
lay at the foundation of noble friendships in those days, as 
from regard to Lord Maxwell, whose better qualities had 
not been so totally obscured in the course of his brief but 
bloody career, as to prevent him from becoming an object 
of affection among his own kindred and dependants. 

But neither the marquis, nor his mother (who still lived 
to relate, rather for her own amusement than for the edifi- 
cation of her hearers, the achievements of her race), nor 
his sister, the Lady Margaret, could devise any means of 
dispelling the gloom which marked the countenance and 
deportment of their guest; and he seemed even to hate the 
very amusements with which his friends endeavoured to 
draw his thoughts away from the bitter recollections that 
were the daily subject of his contemplation. His only en 
joyment seemed to consist in traversing the romantic scenes 
which lay around; and scarcely a day passed without a visit 
to some of those spots in which the rude magnificence ex- 
hibited by nature in the rocks and ravines, was contrasted 
with the gentleness and beauty that characterised many 
patches reclaimed from the waste by the industry of the 
neighbouring husbandmen. At other times he would roam 
through the wmods until he lost himself in their mazes, and 
his mind was roused into activity by the effort to retrace 

his steps. 

A beautiful dell, in which aU sorts of scenery were har- 
moniously combined, was a favourite haimt of the baron; 
and here he often stretched himselt at mid-day beneath the 
shadow of some vast oak or beech, that he might meditate 
in solitude and in silence on schemes for retrieving his 
affaii's— for restoring him to his possessions in their full ex- 
tent and without restraint — and, above all, for consummat- 
ing that revenge which was still un gratified, notwithstand- 
ing all the rapine and skiughter of eight years. 

As he was one day engaged in such contemplations 
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OTofaniBg ^’ith evil thouglite the retreats which seemed to 
Ltb been consecrated by nature to peace, and holiness, and 
aU good affcctions-his attention was arrested by a son, 
fandliar to Borderers, and comiMsed by one of the men wh 
had been executed for the murder of Sir James Johnstone s 
redecessor in the wardenship of the middle marches. But, 
though the associations which were awakened in the mind 
of Loid Maxwell on heariiig “Johnnie Armstrongs Las 
r^ood niolit ” * ^vere of a mixed nature, tire sweet tones ot 
«.e singer and the allusions to the Border, made him foiget, 
111 the ihght of the moment, the more painful meditations 
which had been thus agreeably intemipted. The delicious 
dream lasted only for a minute; the voice of song was 
hushed; and althougli the baron, with curiosity to wluch 

ho had for years remained a stranger, started aleitly fioni 

the ground, that ho might discover the sweet disturber of 
his thoughts, he was too late; for no one save himself stood 
within the dell, where he had sought solitude, though, as it 

turned out, he had not altogether found it* _ 

His reveries were now at an end for the time; and e 
returned to the castle with that reluctance which every 

* “ TiKi niusii; i f tliO most accomrlishca singer,” says Goldsmith, in 
his “ E‘-=aYS ” “is dissonance to what I felt wlicn an old dairymaid 
Bang me into tears m itli ‘Johnnie Armstvons s La.;t Good-night. 0 
this ballad only two stanzas (which are sui, joined) have siiiwived til 
modern times. The beauty of these only deepens the feeling of regid 

at the loss of the rest. 

“ This night is my departing night, 

For here nae langer must I stay. 

There’s neither friend nor foo o’ laiuc 


But wishes me away. 


“ ’What I have done, through lack o’ wit, 

I never, never can recall: 

I hope ye’re a’ my friends as yet— 
Good-night, and joy he with you all!^ 
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mingle in society, without 


with human-kind. 


of deriving delight 


In the course of the evening— which, was usually devoted 
by the guests of the marquis to sports, varied by occasional 
conversations on all sorts of subjects, from lively to severe 
— a keen dispute arose betwixt a young French count and 
one of his comrades with regard to the merits of Scottish 
music. After arguing, and stating, and re-stating their 
opinions, until they found that the one could not convince 
the other, they agreed to refer the point to Lord Maxwell, 
who seemed to be the only person not talking, or listening 
to talk, at the moment; and they then proceeded to give 
specimens at once of their own vocal powers and of the 
beauty of the music peculiarly prevalent in their respective 
countries. After the trial was completed, a round of laugh- 
ter greeted the competitors, whose performance, it may be 
supposed from this reception, was none of the most beauti- 
ful. The umpire, when asked to deliver his award, only 
shook his head. 


“Though I don’t pretend to say which is the hetter 
singer,” said Lord Maxwell, “ I will undertake to convince 
our foreign friend that Scottish melodies are at least equal 
to the music which he adores ; but you, my lord, must 
aid me, otherwise this mighty dispute must remain un- 
settled.” 


“ Speak your wish,” said the marquis, “ and it shall be 
gratified, if I can help you.” 

“You have sometimes told me that I do nothing but 
mope about your woods and ravines, scarcely opening my 
eyes or my ears; but to-day, at least, it was not so. My 
day-dreams were agreeably dispelled by some songstress, 
who had escaped, however, before I could discover whether 
the lips which breathed such melody were as .sweet as the 
song. Could you only hear “Armstrong’s Good-night” 
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»rMed as I heard it to-day, your dispute wouldj^n be 

Perhaps some of the village girls may 

_ WN i-wrl 4* M ft flP. 


“ :r tiCS r«- -=i “• « 

™ - • --r “ z^s. 'zrz. 

vihose that the disbeliever in Scot- 

more sung; and neea it oe ba converts, be- 

tish melody became a antagonist in praises 

came even more Maxwell began to 

It hS te not Cvtag sooner discovered that Lady 
possessed of great personal attractions ^e “dee ; 

licon touched before; and it was only when the ballads with 

which he was familiar, and which were the native glow t 

of his own province, fell upon his ear, that attention was 
alakened, and the full beauty of the vocal powers possessed 

liy his unseen charmer was perceived. 

IJargarct Hamilton was now in her eighteenth year, ^d 
,,osscsscd tliat irregular beauty, glowing with Me and 
health, widch wins the heart more readily than most 
faultless but chilling perfection of feature. The high intel- 
li-cnco and elevated feeling which met in her aspect an 
her eyes,” her bright complexion and raven nnglets, made 
her such a being as the imagination delights to portray and 
contemplate, though the beautiful vision which flits across 
the mind seldom has a living, and breathing, and moving 

counterpart in the material ^Yorld. 

The excursions of Lord ]\Iaxwcll were not now so solitary 
3s they had been before the occniTcnce of the incident 
already mentioned; and a walk without a companion was 
now the exception from the general rule. That companion 
—need it be recorded -was Margaret Hamilton. Every 
scene that dererved a visit-every wondrous work of nature 
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or cnrioTis work of man, within a range of several miles 
around Craignetlian Castle — was pointed out by Lady Mar- 
garet for the admiration of her brother’s guest. Nor was it 
long before the admiration bestowed upon the lifeless scenes 
which they contemplated in common was transferred to each 
other by the animated observers themselves. They rapidly 
proceeded through all the stages of that fever which, in its 
ciisis, is called love. The feuds, and animosities, and revenge, 
of the Nithsdale baron were for a time forgotten; those 
better affections which had been cherished by the preceptor 
of his 3 muth— the gentler feelings which produce the cour- 
tesies and kindnesses of life the intellectual tastes which - 
had long lain uncultivated, and had indeed borne many 
weeds under the influence of harsh passions — all these began 
in some measure to revive; his spirit, freed for a season from 
the operation of those motives which had hitherto guided it 
with so much povrer, appeared to be softened; his demean- 
our lost somewhat of its sternness; and a new passion 
seemed gradually to be expelling all those fiercer emotions 


by v'liich he had hitherto been governed. 

But these delightful da3*s could not last for ever; and the 
marquis, although he was pleased when he first saw the 
change iu the deportment of his relative, felt that the inti- 
macy of his sister and his kinsman could not last long with- 


out rqicning into attaclnnent. Yet he attempted to soothe 
his disquietude b.v the usual excuse that his apprehensions 
were outrunning the realit3'; and he dela3'ed all interference 


until interference was in vain. Besides, he was himself 
about to enter into the state of wedlock, and could not be 
iu a veiy fit corn] it ion for treating the afiectious of others 
with anything like Fcvcrily. Antnnin had arrived before 
the marquis introduced the subject. He rallied his kinsman 


on his bachelorship. 

“But why may not I remain a Inehelor, and be as happy 
as vou % ’ 
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“What !— I would Lady Margaret heard you. Could she 
not make you change your mind ? ” said the marq^uis, keenly 

eyeing Lord Maxwell. 

The baron gave no reply; for the words died on his lips. 
The blood forsook his cheek; the fire was quenched in his 
eye; even his stature seemed to lessen; and he looked as if 
Heaven in its wrath had struck him with its thunderbolt. 
The oath which he had sworn, and which he had broken 
even by his sloth in lingering at Craignethan Castle, re- 
curred to his mind in all its force: — one aim, one hope, one 
affection, one object— revenge, bloody revenge, on the head 
of the clan that had slain his father, was all for which he 
had vowed to live, until the deed of death was accomplished, 
or lie himself was laid in the dust. He remembered, with 
loathing unspeakable, the words which he had uttered; his 
heart felt crushed within him; and he stood without speak- 
ing a word, until his horrorstricken friend seized him by the 
hand, and roused him from the fearful reverie into which he 

had so suddenly fallen. 

“ I thank you — I thank you,” cried Maxwell, abstractedly; 

“ but I forget. Your roof can shelter me no more. I must 

leave you now— ay, this very instant.” 

“But, my dear friend,” said the marquis, interrupting 

him, “why do you speak of departure? I did not mean 

offence, and let none be taken.” 

“Nay, nay, I am not offended at aught: you have re- 
minded me of my duty; and every moment that I stay here 
is a moment lost. I must to horse.” 

“But not without telling me why you leave me so 
abruptlj^ You say I have not offended you; and yet you 
talked not of departure until this moment. Tf the reason 
be one that can be told, why should you conceal it from 
your warmest friend?” 

“ ]\Iy father’s death is unavenged. I have loitered here 
like a dull slave shrinking from his task. I have forfeited 
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my faith— I have broken my oath. I must redeem the one, 
and fulfil the other.” 

“What task? what faith? what oath?” ejaculated the 
marquis, hurriedly. 

“ I have told you the task— to revenge my father’s death ! 
I have sworn that, until the life’s-blood of his foe be sprin- 
kled on the earth, I will not rest by day or by night — I will 
not enjoy land, power, or life itself, except as the means of 
accomplishing my purpose. I will remain un wedded— I will 
possess no hope in earth or in heaven, save one — the hope 
of revenge. I have broken my faith; for I have not laboured 
without ceasing, but have lazily sojourned under this roof. 
That faith must be redeemed by the fulfilment of my vow. 
Should the fair lady of whom you spoke,” he added, in a 
tone little elevated above a whisper, “ deign to look down 
on one so unworthy, she will see me a suitor at her feet 
whenever my first duty has been discharged.” 

The remonstrances of the marquis could avail nothing, 
and Lord Maxwell sallied forth from Craignethan Castle. 
The prohibitions of his sovereign had no power to prevent 
the baron and his vassals from renewing hostilities against 
their hereditary enemies. The awakened chief hastened, 
despite the royal mandate, to his native possessions; the 
joyous news of his return spread, in a day, from Thrieve 
Castle to the remotest hamlet in Eskdale— for the authority 


of the Maxwells extended over the vast district of country 
which lies on the Scottish side of the Solway. Immediate 
preparations were made for an incursion into Anuandale. 
But these movements did not take place without the know- 
ledge of Sir James Johnstone, who, on his side, mustered 
his vassals, and obtained reinforcements of royal troops, for 
the purpose of protecting his own territory, as well as en- 
forcing obedience to the will of his sovereign, by compelling 
Lord Maxwell once more to retire from the Borders. The 
Lord of Uithsdalc proceeded on his expedition, with the 
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view of pursuing liis opponent into his fastnesses in the 
hills; hut his schemes were baffled by Sir James Johnstone, 
who'selected a rising ground not very far from the scene of 
the bloody conflict of Dryffe Sands, as an advantageous posi- 
tion for receiving the attack of his enemy. Lord Maxwell 
had expected that he would hare taken his opponent una- 
Avurcs — that he Avould have found Johnstone s retaineis 
scattered, and his territory undefended; but, nevertheless, 
Avith characteristic impetuosity, he resolved to risk a battle; 
tlie disgrace of retreating without striking a blow, the dis- 
may Avliich anything like vacillation Avas likely to produce 
among bis retainers, and those moth^es which addressed 
tliernsclves more directly to his passions, all weighed with 
him, even though he learned that his force was inferior to 

til at of his foe. 

The conflict AA^as severe and protracted; but, although 
Lord IMaxwell’s folloAAmrs fought Avith desperate courage, 
they AA'cre unable to keep their ground against the large and 
well-appointed force arrayed against them. Their leader 
rallied them once and again; animated them by his OAvn 
example; called on them to bear themselves as they were 
AA'oiit; reminded them, by one or tAVO Avords, of former con- 
flicts braA'cly fought; and did all that he could to secure 
victory. But his efforts were in Amin, and his retainers 
fled on every side, after the battle had been contested until 
not a man remained without a wound. He, hoAvever, did 
not join his folloAvers, though they tried to hurry him from 
the field; but he disengaged himself from their grasp, and, 
frantic Avith disappointment, rushed into the midst of his 
adversaries. The cry, “Take him alive,” was instantly 
heard; and Lord IMaxwell, ovei’Avhelmed by numbers, and 
( xhausted by his unremitting exertions, AAms the prisoner of 
Sir James Johnstone. 

But he was not now permitted to choose his own place of 
roti rein out ;and, after remaining for some days in Annan- 
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dale, he was conveyed to Edinburgh, and immured in the 
castle. Solitude, instead of soothing his passions, made 
them more vehement than ever; and the desire of revenge, 
which had been originally produced on the death of his 
father, now derived additional energy from his sense of per- 


sonal injury and suflering. 

It could not be suj)posed that the fate of Lord Maxwell 
could be regarded by his friends with that cold indifference 
which is the general feeling among men when misfortune 
overtakes their neighbours. The ties of clanship had not 
lost their strength in the days of King James; and other 
ties, v*^hich had been knit under happier circumstances, were 
not forgotten in the hour of danger. Lady Margaret Ha- 
milton, who, like persons of the same rank, usually resided 
in Edinburgh during the winter and spring, heard of the 
imprisonment of the baron with grief, which, it may be. was 
not unmingled with joy at the anticipation of his presence 
in the same city; and the resolution that she would en- 
deavour to procure his release was scarcely formed, when 
she found an agent and coadjutor in the person of a retainer 
of Lord Maxwell, commonly called Charlie o’ Kirkhouse. 
This freebooter, who was the baron’s foster brother, was de- 
votedly attached to his chief; and he v^ould have earnestl}' 


petitioned the authorities to place him in attendance on 
Lord Maxwell, had he not recollected that he would thereby', 
in a great measure, be prevented from assisting that noble- 
man to escape. Charlie, though a shrewd fellow, had been 
more in the practice of executing than devising schemes; 
and as he thought it scarcely possible for himself, single- 
handed, to effect his object, he proceeded to the Marquis of 
Hamilton’s, for the purpose of obtaining an interview with 
Lady Margaret, who, as he supposed, would readily give 
him all the aid in her power. Charlie made his application 


on the pretext that he wished to visit his chief, and sug- 
gested that the marquis could facilitate his free and fre- 
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. J Enf Ladv Margaret recommended Hm 

r S2s::=:^2~s -“9-“ 

di'nt of perseverance, Charlie overcame the proverbial and 
preliminary difficulty of making the first st^; an , by 

(!,is peculiar dialect told too many tales\ he “^t ento 
voured to win the confidence of his superiors, and thus re- 
move the only obstacles which prevented him from obtain- 
ing access to the prisoner. This, however lyas a much 
more tedious process than he imagined. Will o Gunmerhe, 
a follower of Johnstone, who was stationed in the casde by 
his chief, with the view of maldng up for the deficiencies 
in point of vigilance on the part of the constituted autho- 
rities, retained the clannish dishke of the Nithsdale soldier, 
and thwarted him so often, that he began almost to despair 
of success; but he still hoped, by ingratiating himself with 
some of the superior officers in the garrison, that all obstacles 


cre long 1^0 ovcrconiG, 


■\Vhilc he was one day on guard, in the immediate neigh- 
liourhood of Lord Maxwell’s prison, one of his comrades ap- 
proached, accompanied by a youth, whose bonnet was pulled 




U 


/ j*. w ^ V V 

lown upon his brows, and whose face was, in consequence, 

for the most part concealed from view. 

Wha’s this, Charlie, think ye?” said the soldier, laconi- 
cally. 

“ I canna say I ken,” replied Charlie, closely scrutinising 

the stranger. 

“ Hae ye nae guess wha he is?” repeated the soldier. 
Charlie shook his head. 

“Ami not,” said the youth, stepping up to the perplexed 
sentinel — “ am I not Lord IMaxwell’s brother?” 
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“His brither!!!” exclaimed Charlie, in a tone which 

can only be represented by a regiment of notes of admi- 
ration. 

brother, repeated the youth, at the same time 
slightly raising his bonnet so as to give Charlie a peep of a 
very fair complexion. “ Look at me again.” 

Charlie’s wonder ceased in a moment. 

I daurna dispute what you say.” 

Then he is Lord’s Maxwell’s brother?” said the con- 


a 


cc 


ductor of the youth. 


“ Wha else should he be?” replied Charlie o’ Kirkhouse, 
at the same time resuming his duties. 

Leave of admission was soon obtained for the youth; and, 
in the course of a few minutes, he stood in the presence of 
Lord Maxwell. The room into which he was introduced 
was small and gloomy — for the light was admitted only by 
a single loophole, guarded by a bar of iron; and everything 
showed that this was, indeed, a prison. The tenant of this 
apartment was engaged at a table, placed as near the scanty 
window as possible, and covered with books and papers, 
which he seemed to be intently studying. 

“ Your brother, my lord,” said the jailer. “ I will return 
in half-an-hour,” he added, turning to the youth, whom he 
then left standing in the middle of the room. 

“My brother Charlie?” exclaimed Lord Maxwell, start- 
ing up, and hastening to meet his visiter. “ I thought you 
had been in London. But how ? jmu are not my brother. 
Charlie was a strapping fellow when last I saw him, and — 


me— \ 




But, instead of answering, the youth blushed “ celestial 
rosy red, love’s proper hue ” — and that so deeply, that even 
through the gloom the baron saw the glow on the cheek. 

“’^Vhat! a youth — and to blush!” said he, eyeing his 
visiter keenly; “it cannot be; and yet who should it be 
but ” 
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“You have not forgotten ‘Johnny Armstrongs Good- 
night,’ ” whispered the youth. . i 4 

“ Nor that voice,” added the baron, saluting his pretended 

brother. “ What good spirit has brought you here, my dear 

Lady Margaret ? ” 

“ I have brought you the means of escape: you can dis- 
guise yourself in my cloak and hat; the jailer wiU not 
know the difference in this dismal light, or rather darkness; 
the sentinel at the end of the court is Charlie 0’ Kirkhouse, 
who may be sent as your guide and guard to the gate; the 
cloak and hat will deceive the rest, whose recollection is 
doubtless by this time faint enough to favour the at- 
tempt.” , 

“ It must not be; for, even though no evil were to result 

from the attempt, I would ;not have you subjected to the 

rudeness of menials.” ^ ^ , 

“Say not so, my lord, for nobody will dare to injure 

me, I never made a request before, and I may never make 


another.” 

« Nay— not so, I hope; but it cannot be that I should 
meanly leave you in my stead. Forgive me, my dear lady, 
if I refuse to avail myself of the means of escape which you 
propose; but deem me not so selfish as to value my own 
freedom above yours-^-as to skulk in disguise from these 
walls, and leave you here exposed to the insults of the angry 
underlings deputed by a suspicious enemy to watch my 

every movement.” 

“ Would that I could prevail upon you, my dear lord,” 
said Lady Margaret, affectionately, “to make the attempt; 
and would that I could prevail upon you to cast aside youi 
schemes of vengeance, to devote your energies to the cause 
of your country, and to hear in your halls the sounds of 
merriment rather than the wailings of sorrow over friends 

whose lives have been lost in feudal warfare.” 

“ Would that I could prevail upon myself,” rejoined Lord 
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Maxwell, ‘ and be content to pass my years in peace and in 

happiness, with none save one to care for. But I forget 
myself: these things cannot come to pass.” 

^ “And why not? — why may they not now? If you will 
sign a bond, disavowing all intent of renewing your here- 
ditary warfare with your hereditary foes, you would be 

placed at liberty; and my brother will pledge his life and 
land for your word.” 

No more tempt me no more ; my will was weak and 
wavering; but I have not yet renounced my vow. You 
have spoken of my hereditary foes— shall I be the first of 
my race to cast away my heritage? Happiness is a dream: 
I know it now for this moment — though bolts and bars 
letain me here though the sun’s blessed ray scarce reaches 
me— though I have passed my days in tumult and trouble, 
which will accompany me till life has reached its close. But 
this is all a dream: in a little while, jmu, my dear lady, 
will leave me; and with you, the dream will depart.” 

Is there no hope left ? Is your heart closed against me ? 
Is your ear deaf to my prayer? Will you not hasten from 
these horrid walls? AVill you sign no bond?” 

“ Never — never: I would as soon sign my own death- 
warrant, or 3"ours; for to sign my own would not wring my 
heart. I will sign no bond: I will give no pledge. I need 
no man’s honour to be gauged for my forbearance. Pardon 
me, if I seem rude, and rougii, and stern. I would that the 
time were come when it might not be so — that my destiny 
were accomplished ; for it may be that, by brooding over 
schemes of vengeance, our minds are filled with strange 
presentiments. When one deed has been done — when my 
first task has been completed — when my vow is fulfilled — 
happiness may j^et be in store.” 

Neither the tears nor the entreaties of Lady Margaret 
could prevail on the inflexible baron ; who, however, de- 
clared his resolution to try some other means of escape; and 
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with this view suggested the propriety of ascertaining what 
assistance could now be rendered by Charlie o Kirkhouse. 
Lady iilargaret, as she was conducted from the baron’s cell, 
communicated to the trooper the joint wishes of his chief 

and of herself. 

Lord Maxwell now occupied his mind with projects of 
escape; and closely examined the aperture which admitted 
a scanty portion of light into the apartment; but its con- 
struction presented almost insuperable obstacles. Nothing 
daunted, however, he resolved to try whether, by displacing 
a part of the wall, he might not bo able to open a passage, 
but the rate at which the work advanced was so slow, that 
a whole lifetime would have been required to accomplish 

his object. 

As he had one evening arranged the rubbish according to 
his usual custom before meal-times, so that his operations 
might not be visible to the jailer, that functionary entered; 
but, instead of quietly placing on the table the viands which 
he bore, he addressed himself, in an under tone, to Lord 
Maxwell: “ Would you like to escape, my lord!” 

“Charlie o’ Kirkhousc, as I’m a living man!” exclaimed 

the baron. “ How got you heref’ 

“ Hush— you shall know afterwards. Let us change 

dresses; I will remain in your stead.” 

“ But you must not run into danger on my account.” 

“Danger! What danger? They dinna care to meddle 

wi’ sma’ gentry like me. You maun do as I bid you.” 

“ Well, well, Charlie,” said the baron, nothing loth to 

seize the opportunity of escape, undeterred by any feeling 

of delicacy in the event of his substitute being discovered, 

and satisfying his scmples with the reflection that Charlie’s 

insignificance would protect him from insult or injury. 

The exchange was forthwith made; and so well had 

Charlie selected the hour, that Lord Maxwell received no 

interruption, except from the sentry at the outer gate, who 

270 
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wanted to crack a j oke with his friend Charlie o’ Kirkhouso. 
Though the soldier looked somewhat suspicious when his 
joke was acknowledged only by a “humph,” yet nothing 
further occurring to strengthen his suspicions, he quietly 
resumed his measured tread. 

The baron soon provided himself with a horse; and the 
following morning found him at Thrieve Castle. 

Meanwhile, Charlie o’ Kirldiouse, who remained the 
tenant of Lord Maxwell’s apartment, was missed by his 
comrades; but the story of the sentinel, that he had seen 
“ the Mthsdale trooper in a huff trampin’ doun the toun,” 
satisfied them for the night. The j ailer— who had a second 
key, and thus was able to obtain admission — was taken 
aback on visiting the cell on the following morning, when 
he found himself rather roughly hugged by the prisoner, 
who thrust him head over heels into a recess filled with 
whot was, in courtesy, called a bed. Before the astounded 
functionary could open his mouth, he heard the door locked, 
and found himself a prisoner. He shouted, kicked, and 
thumped on the door, and made all the din in his power. 
Charlie found the key in the door at the end of a passage 
which led to the cell, and which had prevented him from 
making his escape in the night-time ; but his dress attracted 
the notice and suspicion of some officers. He was seized 
without delay. His excuse, however, that he bad been “a 
guizardin ” would have served his purpose, had not the im- 
prisoned jailer, by dint of clamom', brought some of his 
comrades to the door, and let them know the state of the 
case. Charlie was immediately pursued; and, as he had not 
reached the castle gate, he was captured without difficulty. 

“A pretty fellow you are,” said Will o’ Gunmerlie, “ye 
leein scoon’rel ! but yese get your ser’in for lattin aff yon 
villain, that ye used to misca’ waur nor ony Johnstone. 
Here. Habbie, Handle, gie him a roun’ dizzen — and syne 
anither — and svne aiiither.” 
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Charlie o’ Kirkhouse fidgeted a little on liearing this 
order issued, and he would fain have made another attempt 
to escape; but it was in vain. “ Come ane, come aV’ he 
recklessly cried, when no hope was left, “ I carena; four 
dizzen’s nae waur nor ane.” The punishment was inflicted 
with full vigour by Will o’ Gunmerlie’s ministers of justice; 
and the luckless Charlie was thrust out of the castle, to find 


comfort and shelter where he might. 

]\reanwhilc, Lord IMaxwcll tried to raise the barons of 

Nithsdalc; but the times had changed so greatly since the 
accession of James to the English throne, that the lairds 
felt themselves more independent than they were of old, 
when their only choice was cither to join the standard of 
some powerful chief, or to suffer their possessions to be 
spoiled by his retainers. Besides, they were weary of con- 
tests witli their neighliours; and most of them peremptorily 
refused to comply with the baron’s wishes. His wrath rnay 
be more easily conceived than described. After spending 
some weeks in ineffectual attempts to overcome the resolu- 
tion of his refractory vassals, ho applied to Sir Robert Max- 
well of Orcharth.tonc (who, as has already been stated, was 
connected by marriage with Sir James Johnstone), foi the 
purpose of obtaining an interview with his antagonist, and 
of trying whether that baron could not be prevailed upon to 
intercede for him with the king. The aged knight, gratified 
at the conciliatory disposition shown by Lord Maxwell, 
fixed time and place for a meeting between the two chiefs, 
who accordingly hastened, each with a small body of at- 
tendants, to the confines of their respective territories, with 
the view of holding an amicable conference. Ijeaving most 
of their atteiulants at some distance. Sir Robert Maxwell 
of Orchardstone, Sir James Johnstone, accompanied by Will 
o’ Gunmerlie, and Lord IMaxwcll, accompanied by Charlie 
o’ Kirkhouse (who had recovered from the effects of his 
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whipping), proceeded to enter on the business which had 
called them together. 

4 

I houp ye’re nane the waur o’ bein i’ the castle, Charlie, ” 
cried Will o’ Gunmerlie, sneeringly. 

“ Nae thanks to you; I’ll hae it oot o’ yer hide some day.' 
Tak ye tent, ma man ; ye’ve taen gude whangs o’ ither folk’s 
leather — look to yer ain.” 

“ Ha ! ha ! ha !” was the only reply of the other. 

“Dinna anger me,” vociferated Charlie, in a nettled tone, 
looking at his pistol; “ I tauld ye ye would get yer ser’in. 
There’s nocht to hinder me frae giein ye’t noo. There — tak 
that ! ” And in a moment the freebooter raised his pistol, 
and shot the unsuspecting Will o’ Gunmerlie, who rolled 
from his horse in the agonies of death. 

Sir James Johnstone, on hearing the shot and the groans 
of his murdered attendant, turned about to see what had 
happened, and (in the words of the old chronicler) “imme- 
diately Maxwell shot him behind his back with ane pistoU 
chairgit v/ith two poysonit bullets.” The unfortunate chief 
fell from his horse; and, although he lingered for some 
time, his wound was mortal. He lived, however, so long as 
to declare his wishes with regard to various weighty matters, 
and to utter a word of consolation to Orchardstone, whose grief 
was rendered agonising by the recollection that his credulity 
had been the means of hastening the death of Sir James. 

Lord JMaxwell immediately proceeded to the Castle of the 
Thrieve, where a large company was assembled, for the pur- 
pose, as they thought, of celebrating the reconciliation be- 
twixt the two clans, and also the marriage of the chief with 
Lady hlargaret Hamilton, who had been conducted thither 
by her brother. On Lord hlaxwell’s return, he sought a 
private interview with the marquis — told him what he hatl 
— asked him to communicate the circumstances to the 
bride, and learn whether she would be wedded to a man 
whose hand was newly stained with blood . 
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“ But he has slain his enemy in honourahle battle said 
Lady Margaret; “ he has borne himself like a true knight; 
and, even though he may now depart for a season, the kmg 

lias pardoned more heinous offences. 

When the reply Avas reported to the baron, he muttered, 

with that sneering tone which betrays the bitterness of the 

heart-“In honourable fight!— most honourable ! Would 

it had been so 1 — But I Avill not noAV undeceive her. 

The nuptials proceeded; the festivities were commenced, 
and continued to a late hour. Early on the following morn- 
ing, the baron left his weeping bride, and, with his faithful 
j-etainer, Charlie o’ Kirkhouse, hastened in disguise from 

his own home and country. 

Notwithstanding all the efforts of the Marquis of Hamil- 
ton and other friends of the expatriated Baron of Nithsdale, 
no pardon could be extorted from King J ames whose virtue 
seems for once to have been proof against all the tempta- 
tions and threats which his most powerful Scottish subjects 
could hold forth. Lord klaxwell’s peace of mind was gone; 
for all tliat was dear to him— his country and kindred— were 
at a distance; the engrossing object of his thought for many 
years ]»ast had been attained; and his memory would not 
alloAv him to forget that his revenge had been accomplished 
by meanly assassinating his enemy. After he had remained 
for about tlirce or four years, wasting the prime of his days 
in exile and in misery, he learned that Lady Margaret was 
in bad spirits; then in bad health; then that her life was 
despaired of; and he resolved, at all hazards, to revisit Scot- 
land. But, before his voyage was ended. Lady Margaret 
had breathed her last— heart-broken in the midst of those 
enjoyments — Avcalth, power, and rank — Avliich are fondly 
Biijipopcd, by tlin<o who possess them not, and by not a few 
who do possess them, to be the infallible means of securing 
human felicity. The only object Avhich made life worth re- 
taining, in the estimation of Lord Maxwell, was thus snatched 
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from him; and he would have immediately delivered him- 
self up to justice, had it not been for the remonstrances of 
his faithful attendant, Charlie o’ Kirkhouse. The family of 
Sir James Johnstone, as well as the constituted authorities, 
hunted the baron over the whole country; until, after fre- 
quently enduring the extremity of distress, he was seized in 
the wilds of Caithness, to which he had ultimately been 
driven. The indefatigable industry of his hereditary foes 
pursued him even to this distant retreat; and he was brought 
to Edinburgh, where, once more, he returned to his old 
quarters in the castle. 

Among the friends who came to visit him, with the view 
of concerting measures for his defence, was the Marquis of 
Hamilton. 

“Do you know that they mean to rob Charles of his 
birthright?” said the baron, on the entrance of his friend. 
“ Oh, my good lord, such deeds would never have been done, 
had some of your ancestors filled the seat of the mean-spirited 
prince who rules this unhappy country.” 

“Hush, hush, my friend!” said the marquis; “speak 
nought like treason. I know it aU. My lord treasurer, or 
his deputy, cannot want the estates; and you must there- 
fore submit to a charge of fire-raising as well as of murder.” 

“ May my curse or my blessing — for I know not which is 
more likely to bring the worse consequences — rest upon them 
all, if they take from my race their own inheritance, because 
I, forsooth, have sent a hoary villain a little before his time 
to his account 1” 


“ Speak not so harshlj^, kinsman; your sense of your own 
sufferings makes you unjust. Men say that these sufferings 
have been self-inflicted; but I will not say so. I come to 


learn if in aught I can mitigate them.” 


“ Mitigate them, did you say? I ask no mitigation; for 


my life is now a burden. I ask no pity; I ask no sympathy. 


I have but one possession which I can still call my own; it 
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i. not inherited; I cannot tot 

mv Bole treasure— and it is one wBicn you wx 

I have nought hut my own misery that I can call my 
self-inflicted it may he; I dispute not about a word. But if 

it bo self-inaictcd. so much the more is it my ; 

Forgive me, my lord, if I seem rude and hasty m temper , 

l,ut I have scarce slept under a roof smce, after long ’ 

I last touched my native soil, uirtil last night, in ee > J 
I harboured here. I have been hunted by hounds of huma 
breed- I have skulked in mosses, forests, and caverra, as 

familiarly as you have trodden the courts of ^ 

vou wonder I am worn to what I am-a mere skeleton 
‘ a wretched, dccropid thing-more like a being returned 

from the grave, than a living man! ^ 

“It is but too true,” said the marquis; is there 

nought you would wish me to do? No token of affection to 
send to your friends ” 

“ Nothing— nothing.” 

The time of trial at length arrived, and Lord Maxell 

was indicted for the crimes of murder and of fife-™®”®; 
The introduction of the latter charge was the cause of bitter 
complaint on the part of the prisoner; for he well knew that 
tlie object of the public authorities was to obtain the for- 
feiture of his estates; and the treasurer-depute. Sir Gideon 
Murray, was supposed to have instigated them to combme 
this minor accusation with the other. The crime of re- 
raising, according to the ancient Scottish law, if perpetrated 
by a landed man, constituted a species of treason, and 
inferred forfeiture. The purpose of public j ustice, however, 
was, on this, as an other occasions in the same reign, sullied 

■faT’mivirp.. 


was, on tins, as an uiaui / 

by heirig united with that of enriching some needy favourite. 

No difficulty was felt in proving either of the charges; the 
former, indeed, w.m not denied; and the latter was esta- 
blished by the evidence of some sufferers in the course oi 
the fii-bt outrages committed after the battle of Dryffe Sands 
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THE OLERIOAIi MURDERER. 

The story wMcli has been told of John Smithson, the 
minister of Berwick, who was, in the year 1672, executed 
fbr committing a crime which has seldom stained the hands 
of the ministers of the religion of Christ, is as true as it is 
extraordinary. There are connected with it some circum- 
stances which have communicated to it a character of even 
deeper interest than what generally invests tales of blood. 
Sympathy for the victim, disgust and hatred towards the 
perpetrator, and a general feeling of horror at the contem- 
plation of the crime, are the usual emotions excited by the 
commission of an aggravated murder; but there are some- 
times afforded, by these melancholy exhibitions of the weak- 
ness and sinfulness of our fallen nature, certain lights, 
“burning blue,” which lay open, with their mysterious 
glare, recesses in the heart of man which no philosophy has 
ever been able to reach and develop. 

It was remarked that Smithson was one of the best of 
sons. His aged mother was supported by him for a long 
period, and at a time when he could very ill spare the 
means. Indeed, such was his filial affection, that he once 


travelled fifty miles in one day, to get payment of a small 
sum of money that had been due to his father; and to pro- 


cure 


residence of the creditor. 


returned 


sum 


supported himself on the journey, he replied that the cause 
in which he was engaged procured him the means of sub- 
sistence, for he was not refused alms by a single individual 
whom he had solicited. 
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The baron was found guilty of both crimes, and sentenced 
to be beheaded. Every effort was made to obtain pardon 
tor him; but the king and his counsellors were inexorable. 

On the night before the execution, Sir Robert Maxwell 

of Orchardstone, who was now very far advanced in years, 

visited his kinsman and chief, under the guidance of the 
Marquis of Hamilton. 

And it has come to this at last ! ” exclaimed the old 
man. “ Would to heaven, my dear lord, you had listened to 
the prayer of your humble clansman, eighteen years ago. 
Brief time is left to make your peace. Some holy man may 
be able to soothe your mind, ruffled though it be.” 

Mock me not, dear uncle,” said the baron, in a tone of 
bitterness which startled the old man with horror. Tor- 
ture me not with talk about peace and holy men. They 
cannot give me peace they cannot give me happiness on 
earth or in heaven. I am content with the share I have 
enjoyed. One gleam of sunshine has crossed my path — one 
fair flowret has blessed my sight — one spring has gladdened 
the weary wilderness — one human heart has been mine; 
and though it is mine no longer— though the flower has 
been blighted, and the bright gleam of happiness, now de- 
parted, has only made me more sensitive to the succeeding 
darkness, and the sjiring is dried, and the human heart lies 
in the dust— I ask no more. My cup of bliss is full— one 
drop has fllled it. My heaven has been already enjoyed — 
no dotard can bring me tidings of weal or wo; I cannot 
part with it. Leave me, good uncle and good cousin. I 
would bless you, but my blessing might prove a curse.” 

His sorrowing friends left him as he wished. He was 
beheaded on the following morning. 

His estates, which had been forfeited, were granted in 
part to the treasurer-depiite, a favourite of the king; but, 
after the lapse of a few years, the attainder was reversed, 
and the honours and estates conferred upon his brother. 
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It was in consequence of his Idndness to his father and 
mother that he was assisted by a rich friend to acquire edu- 
cation fitted for his becoming a clergyman. For this patron 
he ever afterwards felt the strongest esteem; and his gra- 
titude kept pace with his aflection. He attended his friend 
on his death-bed, and administered to him that knowledge 
and consolation which the clerical education he had received 
enabled him to bestow on his dying benefactor. Hor did 
he consider that the gratuitous assistance which had thus 
been extended to him could be repaid alone by affection 
towards the vicarious giver, but declared that, as it came 
from Heaven, so ought the gratitude of his heart to be 
directed to the origin of all gifts that are bestowed on the 
deserving. 

Gratitude is not only its own reward, but the cause often 
of the means of its own increase; for Smithson’s benefactor 
was so pleased with his attention to him when dying, that 
he left him a large legacy in his will, which relieved him 
from that state of dependence which he found had limited 
his means of doing good. He soon afterwards married a 
very beautiful woman, and got himself placed in the chm’ch 
of Berwick. 


His ministerial duties were performed with the greatest 
devotion and zeal for the welfare of the people intrusted 
to his charge. His attention to his parishioners was mi- 
remitting— his prayers for the dying or the sorrow-smitten 
were fervent — and the poor and aged not only tasted of the 
consolations afforded by his pious sympathy, but often had 
their wants relieved by his charitable hand. ISTo mortal 
eye could discover in this any insincerity, far less any cloak 
put on to cover evil already done, or any false assumption 
of a good and devout character, to avert the eye of suspicion 
from deeds intended to be perpetrated. 

His character had indeed, in other respects, been tried, 
and found not awantino;. A relation of his had died, and 
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left a large sum of money to be divided among bis nephews 
and nieces. The money was recovered by Smithson, and 
upon the young heirs arriving at majority, was divided 
among them with so much honesty, that they all combined 
in addressing to him a letter, wherein they extolled his cha- 
racter for justice, honour, and piety, and attributed to him 

all the qualities of a saint. 

In addition to all this, his conjugal character was un- 


spotted. His attentions to his wife were what might have 
been expected from a good husband and a minister of the 
gospel; the breath of scandal never dimmed the purity of 
his fidelity; nor could the most querulous exacter of con- 
jugal obligations have found any fault with the manner in 
which he fulfilled, not only the duties of a husband, but the 
more generous and less easily counterfeited attentions of 
the lover. Ills wife seemed to be grateful for his kindness, 
and respected his official character as much as she loved 
those private virtues, from which she was much benefited. 

On a Sunday previous to that on which the Sacrament 
was to be dispensed, he preached in the church of Berwick. 
His text was the sixth Commandment “ Thou shalt not 
kill.” Ilis sermons, always animated and vigorous, and 
possessing even a tint of devout enthusiasm, were much 
relished by his congregation; but on that day he outshone 
all his former efforts of pulpit eloquence. He painted the 
character of the murderer with colours drawn from the 
palette of inspiicd truth; the cruel, remorseless, blood- 
thirsty heart of the son of Cain was laid open to the eyes 
of his entranced audience; the feelings of the victim were 
described with such power of sympathy, that the tears of 
the congregation fell in ready and heartfelt tribute to the 
power of his delineation; his own emotion, equalling that 
of his people, filled his eyes with tears, and lent to his voice 
that peculiar thrilling sound which calls forth, while it ex- 
iwesses. the strongest pity. The man of God seemed in- 
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spil’ed, and lie communicated the inspiration to those who 

heard him. His hand was observed to tremble; his eye 

was bloodshot; his manner nervous, tremulous, excited, and 

enthusiastic; his voice “ broken with pity,” and at times 

discordadt with the overpowering excess of his emotion. 

His whole soul seemed under the influence of divine power; 

and his body, quailing under the energies of its nobler 

partner, shook like a thing touched by the hand of the Al- 
mighty. 

On that morning the preacher had murdered his wife. 
By the time the congregation came out, the news had be- 
gun to spread. Nobody would credit what they heard, 
while they exclaimed that his sermon was strange, and his 
manner remarkable. A determination not to beheve was 
mixed with strange insinuations, and the town of Berwick 
was suspended between extravagant incredulity and un- 
accountable suspicions. But the report was true, and the 
fact remains as one of those occurrences in life which no 
knowledge of the heart of man, though dignified with the 

proud name of philosophy, has been, or perhaps ever will 
be, able to explain. 
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sense of the word, illustrating in a graphic and natural style the 
manners and customs, trials and sorrows, sins and backslidmgs, of the 
men and women of whom they treat. The heroes and heroines of 
these admirable stories belong to every rank of life, from the king and 
noble, to the humble peasant. Many of them deal with “ the stirring 
deeds of chivalry,” and the long struggle for religious independence, 
while every one of them illustrate more or less the manners, customs, 

and traditions of the period of which they treat 

There is another peculiarity by which these tales are characterised, 
which perhaps, more than any other, has contributed to their lasting 
popularity. While true to history, leg^d, character, and circumstance, 
their moral tone is such that no father or mother need fear to place the 
whole series in the hands of their children. 

“The Tales of the Borders” have always been immensely 
popular with the young, and whether we view them in their moral 
aspect, or as vehicles for instruction and amusement, the collected 
series forms a repertory of healthy and interesting literature unrivalled 

in the language. 


EACH VOLUME WILL BE COMPLETE IN ITSELF. 



London : Walter Scott, 24 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row. 


Handsome New Presentation Volumes. 

* 

Each bound in Padded Morocco and Boxed, Price js. 6 d, 


A PRESENT FOR A LADY. 

WOMEN’S VOICES. 

A Selection ot Poems by Women, from 1685 to 1885. 

Edited by Elizabeth Sharp. 


A PRESENT FOR A GENTLEMAN. 

SONNETS of this CENTURY. 

With an Exhaustive and Critical Essay on the Sonnet 

By William Sharp. 


A PRESENT FOR EVERYBODY. 

The CHILDREN of the POETS 

An Anthology from English and American Writers of 

Three Centuries. 

Edited by Eric S. Robertson. 

T/ie above may also be had bound in Cloth, Price 35. 6^, 


London : Walter Scott, 24 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row. 
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THE OXFORD LIBRARY. 

stnmsly Bmnd in Elegant CM Binding, Prtce 2t. uuh. 

Scott, Ferrier, etc. 


TU JoUming are tww ready, and wiU be foUowed by oDutb shortly: 


barnaby RUDGE. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 
PICKWICK PAPERS. 
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 
OLIVER TWIST. 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 
SKETCHES BY BOZ. 
RODERICK RANDOM. 
peregrine PICKLE. 
IVANHOE. 

KENILWORTH. 

JACOB FAITHFUL. 

PETER SIMPLE. 

PAUL CLIFFORD. 
EUGENE ARAM. 

ERNEST MALTRAVERS. 
ALICE ; or, the Mysteries. 

RIENZI. 

PELHAM. 

LAST DAYS OF POMPEII. 
THE SCOTTISH CHIEFS. 
WILSON’S TALES. 


THE INHERITANCE. 

ETHEL LINTON. 

A MOUNTAIN DAISY. 

HAZEL ; or, Perilpoint Lighthouse 

VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. 
PRINCE of the HOU SE of DAVID 
WIDE, WIDE WORLD. 
VILLAGE TALES. 

BEN-HUR. 

UNCLE TOM’S CABIN, 
ROBINSON CRUSOE. 
CHARLES O’MALLEY. 
MIDSHIPMAN EASY. 

BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 
HEART OF MIDLOTHIAN. 

I LAST OF THE BARONS. 

OLD MORTALITY. 

TOM CRINGLE’S LOG. 
CRUISE OF THE MIDGE. 
COLLEEN BAWN. 
VALENTINE VOX. 

NIGHT AND MORNING. 


London : Walter Scott, 24 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row. 
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CANT 


Telegraph ,^'' — “ Decidedly a book with a purpose.” 


Scotsman .'^ — “A vigorous, clever, and almost ferocious exposure, 
in the form of a story, of the numerous shams and injustices. ” 

“ Neiucastle Weekly Chronicle ^' — ‘‘Trenchant in sarcasm, warm in 

commendation of high purpose. . . . A sovnQwhsit remarkable book.'' 

London Figaro ." — “It cannot be said that the author is partial; 
clergymen and blonconformist divines, Liberals and Conservatives, 
lawyers and tradesmen, all come under his lash. . . . The sketches are 
worth reading. Some of the characters are portrayed with considerable 

skill.” 

“ May the Lord deliver us from all Cant : may the Lord, whatever 
else He do or forbear, teach us to look facts honestly in the face,^ and to 
beware (with a kind of shudder) of smearing them over with our 
despicable and damnable palaver into irrecognisability, and so falpfying 
the Lord’s own Gospels to His unhappy blockheads of Children, 
all staggering down to Gehenna and the everlasting Swine’s-trough, for 

want of Gospels. 

Heaven ! it is the most accursed sin of man: and done every- 
where at present, on the streets and high places at noonday ! Verily, 
seriously I say and pray as my chief orison, May the Lord deliver us 

from it. ” — Letter from Carlyle to Emerson, 


London 
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